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Jvtivs CxsaR. A Soothſayer. 
Ocdavius Czar, Triumvirs [| Young Cato. 
M. Antony, after the death ] Cinna, a poet. 
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8 C EN E. farthe three firſt afts, at Rome ; afterwards, at an iſle 
neer Mating, at Sardis, and Philippi. 


. SC EN Z I 
A flreet in Rome. | | 
Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain Commoners. 
He you idle creatures, get 


you 
Is this a holiday ? what ! know you not 
— mechanical, you ought not walk 


Upon a labouring day, without the ſign 
Of your profeſſion ? ar what trade art thou ? 
9 VII. 
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Car, Why, Sir, a carpenter, 
Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
V hat doſt thou with thy beſt apparel on? 
You, Sir, — M hat trade are you! 

Cob. Truly, Sir, in reſpe& of a fine workman, I am 
Eut, as you would ſay, a cobler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou? Anſwer me directly. 

Cob. A trade, Sir, that I hope I may uſe with a ſafe 
— which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad 

8. 

Flav. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty knave, 
what trade? 

Cob. Nay, I beſeech you, Sir, be not out with me: 
yet if you be out, Sir, I can mend you. 

Flav. What mean'ſt thou by that? mend me, thou 
ſaucy fellow ? 

Cobh. Why, Sir, cobble you. | 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 
Cob. Truly, Sir, all that I live by, is the awl. 1 
meddle with no mens matters, nor woman's matters; 
but withal I am, indeed, Sir, a ſurgeon to old ſhoes ; 
when they are in great danger, I rz-cover them. As 
proper men as ever tod upon neats leather have gone 
upon my handy-work. G 

Flav. Burt wherefore art not in thy ſhop to-day ? 
Why doſt thou lead theſe men about the ſtreets ? 

Cob. Truly, Sir, to wear out their ſhoes, to get 
*« myſelf into more work,” But indeed, Sir, we make 
Holiday to fee Cæſar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ! — what con queſt brings 
V hat tributaries follow him to Rome, [he home? 
To grace in captive bonds his charioz-wheels ? 
You blocks, you ſtones, you worſe than ſenſeleſs things 


O you hard hearts! you cruel men of Rome! 


Knew you not Pompey? many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 
Your infants in your arms; and there have fat 
The live-long day with patient expectation, - 
Jo tee great Pompey pals the ſtreets of Rome. 
And when you ſaw his chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an univerſal ſhout, 
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That Tyber trembled underneath his banks 
To hear the replication of your ſoun ds, 
Made in his concave ſhores ? 

And do you now put on your belt artire ? 
And do you now cull out an holiday ? 

And do you now ſtrew flowers in his way, 
That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood 
Be OED -— uns” 
Run to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 


Pray to the gods, tointermit the pla 


That needs mult light on this ingratitude. 
Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for that fault 
Aſſemble all the poor men of your ſort; 
Draw them to Tyber's bank, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the loweſt ſtream 
Do kiſs the moll exalted ſhores of all. 
| [Exeunt Commontrs. 
See, whe'r their baſeſt mettle be not mov d; 
They vaniſh tongue-ty'd in their guiltineſs. 
Go you down that way tow'rds the Capitol, 
This way will I; diſrobe the i 
It you do find them deck'd with ceremonies *, 
Mar, May we do ſo? 
You know it is the feaſt of Lupercal. 
Flav. It is no-matter, let no images 
Be hung with Cæſar's trophies. I'll about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the ſtreets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Theſe growing feathers pluck'd from Czſar's wing. 
Wilt make him fly an ordinary pitch ; | 
M ho elſe would fore above the view of men, 
And keep us all in ſervile fearfulneſs. [Exeunt ſcverally. 


S C EN E II. 


Enter Cæſar, Antony, for the courſe, Calpharnia, Por- 


tia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caſſius, Caſca, and 4 
Soothſayer. | 
Caf. Calphur nia 
Caſca Peace, ho! Cæſar ſpeaks. 
Cez/. Calphur nia. 
ceremouies, for religiaus ornaments, 
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Calp. Here, my Lord. 
Cel. Stand you direciy in Antonius“ way, 
When he doth run his courie Antonius. 
2 Cæſar, my Lord. 
Caf. Forget not in your ſpeed, Antonius, 
Io touch Calphurnia ; for our elders ſay, 
The barren touched in this holy chace, 
Shake off their ſeri] curſe. 
Ant. I ſhall remember. 
When Czar ſays, Do this; it is tn. 
Cf. Set on, and leave no ceremony out, 
Secth, Cæſar, 
Cxf. Ha! who calls? 
Caſca. Bid every noiſe be ſtill; peace yet again. 
Ca/. Who is it in the preſs that calls on me ? 
I hear a tongue. ſhriller than all the muſic, 
Cry, Ceſar, Speak; Cæſar is turn'd to hear. 
Scuth. Beware the ides of March. 
Cz/. What man is that? 
Bru. A Scothſayer bids you dewnre the ides of March. 
Caf. Set him before me, let me ſee his face. 
C:/. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cæſar. 
C What ſay'ſt thou to me now? ſpeak once again. 
Scoth, Beware the ides of March. 
Cæſ. He is a dreamer, let us leave him; paſs. 
[ Exeunt Ceſar and train, 


S CE N E III. Manent Brutus and Caſſius. 


Caf. Will you go ſee the order of the courſe ? 
Bru. Not I. 
Caf, I pray you, do. 
Bru. I am not gameſome ; I do lack ſcme part 
Of that quick ſpirit that is in Antony: 
Let me not hinder, Caſſius, your deſires; 
I'll leave you. 
Caf. Brutus, I do obſerve you now of late; 
1 have not from your eyes that gentleneſs 
And ſhew of love as | was wont to have; 
You bear too {tubborn and too ſtrange a hand 
Over your fiiend that loves you. 
Bru Callius, 
Be not deceiv'd ; if I have veil'd my cok, 
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I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myſelf, Vexed I am 
Of late with paſſious of ſome difference 
Conceptions only proper to myſelf ; 
Which give ſome ſoil perhaps to my behaviour: 
But let not therefore my good frieads be griev'd, 
Among which number, Caſſius, be you one; 
Nor conſtrue any further my neglect, 
Than that poor Brutus, with himſelf at war, 
Forgets the ſhews of love to other men. 
af. hen. Brutus, I have much miſtook your paſſion; 

By means whereof, this breaſt of mine hath buried 
1 houghts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you ſee your face? 

Bru. No, Caſſius; for the eye ſees not itſelf, 
But by reflection from ſome other things, 

Caf. *Tis juſt, 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no ſuch mirrors as will turn 
Your hidden worthineſs into your eye, 
That you might ſee your ſhadow. I have heard, 
V here mary of the belt reſpet in Rome, 
(Except immortal Czfar), ſpeaking of Brutus, 
And groning underneath this ape s yoke, 
Have wiſh d that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Caſſius, 
That you would have me ſeek into mylelt 
For that which is not in me! 

Caſe Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear; 
And fince you know you cannot fee yourſelf 
So well as by reflection, I, your glais, 
Will modeſtly diſcover to  ourſelf 
That of yourſelf which yet you know not of, 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus : 
Weie I a common laugher, or did ule 
To ſtale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new proteſtor; it you know., 
That 1 do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
And after ſcandal them; or if you know, 
That I profeſs myſelf in banqueting 
To all the rout; then hola axe dangerous. 


A3 [ Flouriſh ani ſhout, - 
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Bru. What means this ſhouting ? 1 do fear the people 
Chuſe Cæſar for their King. 
Caſ. Ay, do you fear it ? 
Then mult I think you would not have it ſo. 
Bru. | would not, Caſſius; yet I love him well. 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long? 
W hat is it that you would impart to me? 
itit Fe aught toward the general gond, 
Set Monour in one eye, and Death i' th' other, 
And I will look on Death indifferently : 
For let the gods ſo ſpeed me, as I love 
The name of Honour more than I fear Death. 
Caf 1 know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as 1 do know your outward favour. 
Well, honour is the ſubje& of my ſtor y. 
cannot tell what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but for my ſingle felt, 
1 bad as lief not be, as live to be | 
In awe of ſuc h a thing as 1 myſelf. 
1 was born free as Catar, ſo were you 
We both have fed as well; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he. 
For once, upon a raw and gully day, 
«« The ticubled Tyber chating with his ſhores, 
« Cziar ſays to me, Dar ſt thou, Caſſius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood, 
„ And ſwim*to younger point: 
«« Accoutred as 1 was, I plunged iu, 
« And bid him follow; to indeed he did. 
„% The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 
« With lulty finews ; throwing it aſice, 
« And ſtemming it with hearts of controverſy. 
«« But ere we could arrive the point propos'sd,”? 
Cz:ar cry'd, Help me, Caſſius, or 1 fink. 
1, as Auecas, cur great anceſtor, 
Did treu the flames of Troy upon his ſhoulder 
*F he ld Anchyſes bear; to from the waves of Tyber 
Pid | the tired Cæſar: and this man 
Is now become a god, and Caſſius is 


gu tu u was one of the penerovs ex rciſ.s praiſed at Rome 
and I.arncd by all the youth of the belt birth and quality as @ ne- 
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A wretched creature; and muſt bend his body, 

If Czfar careleſely but ro1 on him. 

He bad a fever when be was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, 1 did mark 

How he did ſhake. Tis true, this god did ſhake 

His coward lips did from their colour fly, 

And that ſame eye whoſe bend doth awe the world, 

Did loſe its luſtre ; I did hear him grone : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bad the Romans 

Mark him, ard write his ſpeeches in theic books, 

Alas! it cry'd Give me ſome drink, I itinus —— 

As a ſick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould 

<< So get the ſtart of the majeltic world, 

« And bear the palm alone.” (Shout, Flouriſt. 

Bru, Another general ſhout! 
do believe, that theſe applauſes are 
For ſome new hononrs that are heap'd on Cæſar. 
os Why. man, he doth beſtride the narrow world 

Like a Coloſſus; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find out ſelves diſhonourable graves. 

Men at ſome times are maſters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, ts not in our ſtars, 

But in ourſelves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus and Cæſar! what ſhould be in that Cæſar? 

V hy ſhould that name be founded more than your's? 
Write them together: your's is as fair a name: 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with em, 
Brutus will art a ſpirit as ſoon as Cæſar. 

Now, in the names of all the gods at once, 

Upcn what meat does this our Cæſar feed, 

T hat he is grown ſo great! Age, thou art ſham'd; 
Rote, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble bloods. 
When went there by an age, fince the great flood, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man? 
When could they ſay, till now, that talk'd cf Rome, 
That her wide walls incompats'd but one man ?* 


but one man? 
Now is it Rome indes; and room enough, 
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Oh! yon and l have heard our fathers ſay, 

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
Th' eternal devil to keep his itate iu Rome 

As eaſily as a King. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have fome aim: 
Howe! have thought of this, and of theſe times, 

1 ſhall recount hereafter : for this preſeat, 

I would not (fo with love 1 might intreat you) 
Be any further mov's. What you have ſaid, 
I will conſider; what you have to ſay, 

I will with patience hexr; and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and anſwer juch high things, 
Jill then, my noble friend, chew upon this; 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 

Then to repute himſelf a ton of Rome 

Under ſuch hard conditions, as this time 

Is like to lay upon us. 

Caf. I am glad that my weak words 
Have Heuck but thus much ſhew of fire from Brutus. 


SCENE IV. Enter Cæſar and bis train. 


Bru The games are done, and Czfar is returning. 
Caf. As they paſs by, pluck Caſca by the ſleeve, 
And he will, after his jour faſhion. tell you 
VW hat hath proceeded worthy note to-day. 
Bru, I will do fo; but look you, Cafhus, 
The angry ſpot doth glow on Cæſar's brow, 
Ard all the reſt look like a chidden traia, 
Calphurnia's cheek is pale; and Cicero 
Looks with ſuch ferret, and ſuch fiery eyes, 
As we have ſeen him in the Capitol, 
Being eroſs d in cont*rence by tome ſenators, 
Caf. Caica will tell us what the matter is, 
C. Antonius, 
Ant. Czar? 
C Let me have men about me that are ſat, 
© Sleek headed men, and ſuch as fleep a-nights : 
„% Yond Caſſius has a lean and hun ry look, 
« He thinks too much; ſuch men are dangerous. 


When there is in it but one only man. 
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Ant. Fear him not, Cæſar, he's not dangerous; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Ceſ. Would he were fatter ; but I fear him not: 
Vet if my name were liable to fear, 
1 do not know the man 1 thould avoid, 
* So ſoon as that ſpare C+iflius., He reads much; 
© He is a great obſerver; and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays. 
As thou dof, Antony; he hears no muſic; 
Seldom he ſmiles; and ſmiles in ſuch a fort, 
As if he mock'd himfelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit, 
That coul be mov'd to (mile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's eaſe, 
Whilſt they behold a greater than themſelves; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
« ] rather tell thee what is to be fear d, 
Thau what I fear; for always I am Cæſar. 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly what thou think'ſt of him. 

[Exeunt Cæſar and bis train. 


$S CEN E V. 
Manent Brutus and Caſſius: Caſca to them, 
Caſca. You pull'd me by the clock; would you ſpeak 


with me ? 

Bru. Ay, Caſca, tell us what hath chanc'd to day, 
That Cæſar looks fo ſad, 

Caſca, Why, you were with him, were you not ? 

Bru I ſhould net then aſk Caſca what had chanc'd. 

Caſca. Why, there was a crown offer'd him; and be- 
ing offer'd him, he put it by with the back of his hand 
thus, and then the people ſell a ſhouting. 

Bru. What was the ſecond noiſe for ? 

Caſca. Why, for that too. | 

Caf. They ſhouted thrice. What was the laſt cry for? 

Caſca Why, for that too, 

Bru. Was the crown otfer'd him thrice ? 

Cuſca Ay, marry, was t, and he put it by thrice, e- 


very time gentler than another ; and at every putting 


by, mine honeſt neighbours ſhouted. 
Caſ. Who voffer'd him the crown? 
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Caſca Why, Antony. 

Bru, Tell us the manner of it, gentle Caſca, 

Caſca I can as well be hang'd, as tell the manner of 
it: it was mere foolery, I did not mark it, 1 ſaw Mark 
Antony offer him a crown; yet 'twas not a crown nei- 
ther, *twas one of theſe coronets: and, as I told you, he 
put it by once; but for all that, to my thinking, he 
would fain have had it. Then he offer'd it to him a- 
gain: then he put it by again; but, to my thinking, he 
was very loth to lay bis fingers off it. And then he 
offer d it the third time: he put it the third time by; 
and ſtill as he reſus d it, the rabblement ſhouted, and 
clapp'd their chopp'd hands, and threw up their ſweaty 
night caps, and utter'd ſuch a deal of ſtinking breath, 
becauſe Cæſar refus'd the crown, that it had almoſt 
choked Cæſar; for he ſwooned, and fell down at it: 
and for mine own part I durſt not laugh, for fear of 
opening my lips, and receving the bad air. 

Caſ. But, ſoft, I pray you; what, did Cæſar ſwoon ? 


Caſca. He fell down in the market place, and foam'd 


at mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. 
Bru. Tis very like; he hath the falling-ſickneſs, 
Caſ. No, Cæſar hath it not; but you and I, 
And honeſt Caſca, we have the falling-ſickneſs. 
Caſca. I know not what you mean by that; but I am 
ſure Cæſar fell down. If the tag-rag people did not 
clap him, and hiſs him, according as he pleas'd, and 
diſpleas'd them, as they uſed to do the players in the 
threatre, I am no true man, 
Bru. What ſaid he when he came unto himſelf ? 
Caſca. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv'd 
the common herd was glad he retus'd the crown, he 
pluck'd me ope his doublet, and offer'd them his throat 


to cut: an' I had been a man of any occupation, if 1 _ 


would not have taken him at a word, 1 would 1 might 

o tc hell among the rogues; and ſo he fell. When 
he came to himſelf again, he ſaid. If he had doue 
« or ſaid any thing amiſs, he defir'd their Worſhips to 
« think it was his infirmity.“ Three or four wenches 
where I ſtood, cry'd, ** Alas, good foul '————and 

eryave him with all their hearts: but there's uo heed 
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to be taken of them; if Czar had ſtabb'd their mo- 
thers, they would have done no leſs. 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away, 

Caſca. Ay. | p 

Ca Did Cicero ſay any thing ? 

Ca/ca. Ay, he ſpoke Greek, 

Caf. To what effect? 

Caſca. Nay, an' I tell you that, Ill ne'er look you 
i' th tace again. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmil'd 
at one another, and ſhook their heads; but for mine 
own part it was Greek to me. I could tell you more 
news too, Marullus and Flavius, for pulling ſfcarfs off 
Cæſar s images, are put to ſilence. Fare you well, 
There was more foolery yet, if I could remember it, 

Caf. Vill you tup with me to night, Caſca ? 

Caſca. No, I am promis d forth, 

Caſ. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Caſca Ay, If i be alive, and your auad hold, and 
your dinner be worth the eating, 

Caf. Gond, | will expect you. 

Caſca. Do ſo: farewell both. [ Exit. 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be? 
He was quick mettle when he went to ſichool. 

Caf. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterpriſe, 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
1 his rudeneſs is a ſauce to his good wit, 


Which gives men ſtomach to digeſt his words 


With better appetite. 
Bru. and ſo it is: for this time I will leave you, 
To- Morrow, if you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and | will wait tor you, 
Caſe 1 will do io ; till then thiuk of the world. 
[Exit Brutus. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet | ſee 
I by honourable metal may be wrought 
From what it is diſpos'd ; therefore tis meet, 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes : 


For who to firm that cannot be ſeduc d? 


Cæſar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus. 
If 1 were Brutus now, and be were Giſlius, 


14 Julius Cæſar. 


He ſuould not humour ® me——-1 will this night, 

In ſeveral hands, in at his windows throw, 

As if they came from ſeveral citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his name; wherein, obſcurely, 
Cxſar's ambition ſhall be glanced at. 

And, after this, let Czfar ſeat him ſure ; 

For we will thake him, or worſe days endure. [Exit, 


; *# * * 3 a: © 
Thander and lightning. Enter Caſca, his word drawn ; 


and Cicero, meeting bim. 


Cie. Good even, Caſca ; brought you Czar home ? 
Vhy are you breathleſs, and why ſtare you fo ? 
Caſca Are not you mov d, when all the ſway of earth 
Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero! | 
I have ſeen tempeſts, when the ſcolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oaks; and I have ſeen 
Th' ambitious ocean well, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threat'ning clouds : 
But never till ro night, never till now, 
Did I go through a tempeſt dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil ſtrife in heav'n; 
Or elſe the world, too ſaucy with the gods, 
Incenſes them to ſend deſtruction. | 
Cic. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful? 
Caſca. A common flave, you knew him well ty ſight, 
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yer his hand, 
Not ſenſible of fire, 1emain'd unſcorch'd. 
Beſides, (I ha' not fince put up my ſword), 
Againſt the Capitol I wet a lion, 
Who glar'd upon me, and went furly by, 
Withour annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghaſtly women, 
Transformed with their fear; who ſwore they ſaw 
Men all in fire walk up and down the ſtreets, 
And yeſterday, the bird of night did fit, 


Ev'n at noon- day, upon the market - place, 


® To ; ; - 
* bumcuy ſignifies here to turn and wind him, by inflaming 


Act t. 


. 


Houting and ſhrieking. When theſe prodigies 
Do ſo conjointly meet, let not men fay, 

« Theſe are their reaſons, they are natural :"* 
For I believe they are portentous things 

Unto the climate that they point upon, 

Cic. Indeed it is a ſtrange diſpoſed time: 
But men may conſtrue things after their faſhion, 
Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves, 
Comes Cæſar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 

Caſea, He doth : for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow, 

Cic. Good night then, Caſca ; this dilturbed ſky 
is not to walk in. 

Caſca. Farewel, Cicero. [Exit Cicero, 


SCENE VII. Enter Caſſius. 


Caſ. Who's there? 
Caſca. A Roman: 
Caf. Caſca, by your voice. 
Caſca. Your ear is good. Caſſius, what night is this? 
Caſ. A very pleaſant night to honeſt men. 
Caſca, Who ever knew the heaven's menace ſc? 
Caſ. Thofe that have known the earth ſo full of faults, 
Fot my part, I have walk'd about the ſtreets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous night ; 
And thus unbraced, Caſca, as you tee, 
Have bar d my boſom to the thunder ſtone: 
And when the croſs blue lightning ſeem'd to open 
The breaſt ot heaven, I did preſent myſelf 
Ev n in the aim and very flath of it. 
Caſca. But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the 
It is the part of inen to fear and tremble, [heanv's ? 
When the moſt mighty gods, by tokens, fend 
Such dreadtul heralds to altoniſh us. 
Caſ You are dull, Caica; and thoſe ſparks of life 
That ſhould be in a Roman you do want, 
Or elſe you uſe not. You look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and caſt yourſelt in wonder, 
To ſee the ſtrange impatience of the heav'ns : 
But if you would conſider the true cauſe, 
Why all theſe fires, why all cheſe gliding ghoſts, 
Why birds and beaſts, from quality and kind, 
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Why old men, fools, and children calculate * ; 
Why all theſe things change, from their ordinance, 
Their natures and pre-formed faculties 
To monſtrous quality ; why, you ſhall find, 
That heav'n has infus'd them with theſe ſpirits, 
To make them inſtruments of fear and warning 
Unto ſome monſtrous (tate. 
Now could 1, Caſea, name to thee a man 
Molt like this dreadful night; 
that thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the Capitol ; 
A man no mightier than thyſelf, or me, 
In perſonal aQtion ; yet prodigious grown, 
And fearful, as theſe ſtrange eruptions are, 
Caſca. Tis Cæſar that you mean; is it not, Caſſius ? 
Caf. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Have thewes and limbs like to their anceſtors ; 
But, woe the while ! our fathers' minds are dead, 
And we are govern'd with our mothers' ſpirits : 
Our yoke and ſuft'rance ſhew us womaniſh. 
Caſca. Indeed they ſay the ſenators to-morrow 
Mean to eſtablith Cæſar as a King: 
And he ſhall wear his crown by ſea and land, 
In every place, fave here in Italy. 
Caf” l know where I will wear this dagger then. 
* Caſſius from bondage will deliver Caſſius. 
herein, ye gods, you make the weak moſt ſtrong ; 
© Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat ; 
Nor ſtony tower, nor walls of beaten braſs, 
Nor airleſs dungeon, nor ſtrong links of iron, 
© Can be retentive to the ſtrength of ſpirit : 
© But life, being weary of theſe worily bars, 
© Never lacks power to difmmils itſelf. 
© If 1 know this; know all the world beſides, 
That part of tyranny that I do bear, 
] can ſhake off at plealure. , 
Caſca. So can I: 
So every bondman in his own hand bears 
Ihe power to cancel his captivity. 
Caſ. And why thould Ceſar be a tyrant then ? 
Pcor man! I know he would not be a wolf, 


* Cekculate here ſignifies to foretel or propheſy, 
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Sc. 7. Julius Ceſar, 17 
But that he ſees the Romans are but ſheep; 

He were no lion, were not Romans hiads. 

Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak ſtraws, What traſh is Rome ? 
What rubbiſh, and what offal? when it ſerves 
For the baſe matter to illuminate 

So vile a thing as Cæſar? But, oh, grief! 
Where haſt thou led me? I perhaps ſpeak this 
Before a willing bondman : then I know 

My anſwer muſt be made. But I am arm d. 
And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Caſca. You ſpeak to Caſca, and to ſuch a man, 
That is no flearing tell - tale. Hold my hand: 
Be factious for redreſs of all theſe griefs, 

And I will ſet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheſt. 
Caſ. There's a bargain made. 
Now know you, Caſca, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the nobleſt-minded Romans, 
To undergo, with me, an enterpriſe 
Of honourable dang'rous conſequence ; 
And 1 do know by this they ſtay for me 
In Pompey's porch, For now, this fearful night, 
There is no ſtir, or walking ia the ſtreets ; 
And the complexion of the elements 
Is ſev'rous, like the work we have in hand; 
Mott bloody, fiery, and moſt terrible, 
Enter Cinna. I 
Caſca. Stand cloſe a white, for here com̃es one in haſte, 
Caf. Tis Cinna, 1 do know him by his gate; 
He is a friend. Cinna, where haſte you fo ? 

Cin. To find out you: who's that, Metcllus Cimber? 

Cafe No, it is Caſca, one incorporate 
To cur attempts. Am I not ſaid for, Cinna? 

Cin. I'm glad on't. What a fearful night is this ? 

There”: two or three of us have ſcen ſtrange ſights, 

Caf. Am I not ſtaid fur? tell me. 

Gin. Yes, you are. 

O Caſſius } could you win the Noble Brutus 
To our party 
Caf. Be you content. Good Cigna, take this paper; 

B 2 
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And look you lay it in the Prætor's chair, 

Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 

In at his window ; fet this up with wax 

Upon old Brotus' ſtatue: all this done, 

Repair to Pompey's porch, where you ſhall find us, 

Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there? 

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber, and he's 
To ſeek. you at your houſe. Well, 1 will hie, 

And fo beſtow theſe papers as you bad me- 

Caſ. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 

[Exit Cinna. 
Come, Caſca, you and 1 will yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his hooſe ; three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter yields him ours. 

Caſca. O, he fits __ in all the people's hearts : 
And = which would appear offence in us, 

His countenance, like richeſt alchymy, 
Will change to virtue and to worthineſs, 

Caf. Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 
You have right well conceited; let us 
For it is after midnight; and ere day 
Me will awake him, and be ſure of him. LExeunt. 


D 
Brutus's garden. 


Enter Brutus, 


Hat, Lucius! ho! 
I cannot by the progreſs of the ſtars 

Give gueſs how near to day —— Lucius, | lay ! 

1 would it were my fault to ſleep fo ſoundly. 

When, Lucius, when awake, I ſay ! what, Lucius? 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Cali'd you, my Lord? 
Bru, Get me a taper in my ſtudy, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here, 


Bre. 


Luc, 1 wiil, my Lord. [ Exit, 


Bru. It muſt be by his death : and, for my part, 
I kao no perſonal cauſe to {purn at him ; 
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But ſor the general. He would be crown'd 
« How that might change his nature, there's the que- 


ſtion. 
« It is the bright day that brings forth the adder ; 
« And that craves wary walking : crown him—that— 
«« And then I grant we put a ſting in him, 
% That at his will he may do danger with. 
„% Th' abuſe of greatneſs is, when it disjoins 
1 Remorſe ® from power: and, to ſpeak truth of Czſar, 
1 have not known when his affections ſway'd 
More than his reaſon. But 'tis a common 
+ That lowlineſs is young ambition's ladder, 
« Whereto the climber-upward turns his face; 
© But when he once attains the upmoſt round, 
* He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
© Looks in the clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
* By which he did aſcend : fo Cæſar may: 
Then, leſt he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, | 
Faſhion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 
Would run to theſe, and theſe extremities : 
And therefore think him as a ſerpent's egg, 
Which hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow miſchie- 
And kill him in the ſhell, [ vous, 
Enter Lucius, 


Luc. The taper burneth in your cloſet, Sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper thus ſeal d up; and I am ſure 
It did not lie there when I went to bed. 
. [Gives him a letter, 
Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March ? 
Luc. 1 know not, Sir. 
Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, Sir, | [Exite 
Bru. The exhalations whizzing in the air, 
Give ſo much light, that I may read by them. 
[Opens the letter, and readse 
Brutus, thou fleep'ſt; awake, and ſee thyſelf: 
Shall Rome —— ſpeak, ftrike, redreſs. f 
remote, for _— 
3 


20 Julius Cæſar. AA 2. 


Prutus, thin ſeep : awake, 
Such inſtigations have been often dropt, 
Where | have took them up : 
Shall Rome thus mult I piece it out, 
Shall Rome ſtand under one man's awe? what ! Rome ? 
My anceſtors did from the ſtreets of Rome | 
The Tarquin drire, when he was call d a King. 
Speak, firike, redreſs. — Am I intreated then 
© + Fo ſpeak, and ſtrike ! O Rome! 1 make thee promiſe, 
If the redreſs will follow, thou receiv'ſt 
Thy tull petition at the hand of Brutus! 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, March is waſted fourteen days. 
[A nock within, 
Bra. *Tis good. Go to the gate; ſome body knocks: 
[Exit Lucius. 
Since Cafſins firſt did whet me againſt Cæſar, 
I have not Licht —— 
©. Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
* And the firſt motion, all the interim is 
* Like a phantaſma, or a hideous dream: 
* The genius, and the mortal inſtruments 
* Are then in council; and the Rate of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an inſurrection. 


Eater Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, tis your brother Caſſius at the door, 
Who doth deſire to lee you, 
Bru. ls be alone? 1 
Luc. No, Sir, there are more with him. 
Bra. Do you know them ?. | 
Lac. No, Sir, their hats are pluck'd about their ears, 
And half their taces buried in their cloaks ; 
That by no means | may dilcover them 
By any mark ot favour, 
Bru let them enter. Exit Lucius, 
They are the faction. ** O Conſpiracy ! 
„ Sham? thou to ſhew thy dar.g rous brow by night, 
„When evils are moſt tree? U then, by day 
Ss. Where wilt thou fad a cavern dark enough, 
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% To maſk thy monſtrous viſage ? Seek none, Conſpi · 
« Hide it in ſmiles and affability : [racy ;: 


« For if thou path, thy native ſemblance on, 
„ Not Erebus itſelf were dim enough 
« To hide thee from prevention. 


SCE NE II. 


Enter Caſſius, Caſca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, and 
Trebonius. | 


Caf. I think we are too bold upon your reſt ; 
Good morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you? 

Bru. 1 have been up this hour, awake all night. 
Know l theſe men that come along with you? [| 4/ide, 
Caſe Yes, every man of them; and no man here 

But honours you: and every one doth with 
You had but that opinion ot yourſelf, 
Which every noble Roman bears of you, 
This is Trebonius. 
Bru. He is welcome hither. 
Caf. This, Decius Brutus. 
Bru. He is welcome too. 
C2. This Caſca; this Cinna; 
And this Metellus Cimber, 
Bru. They are all welcome. 
What watchtul cares do interpoſe themſelves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 
Cafe Shall 1 intreat a word? [They whiſper. 
Dec. Here lies the eaſt : doth not the day break here? 
Caſca. No, 
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines 


That fret the clouds, are meſſengers of day. 


Caſca. You ſhall confeſs, that you are both deceiv'd: 
Here, as I point my ſword, the jun ariſes, 
Which is a great way growing on the ſouth, 
Weighing the youthtul jeaſon ot the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the north 
He firlt preſents his fire ; and the high ealt. 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 
Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
Caf And let us iwear our :etfolution. f 
Bru, ** No, not aa oath ; it that the fate of men, 
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« The ſuſferance of our ſouls, the time's abuſe, 
« If thele be motives weak, break off betimes ; 
% And ev'ry man hence to his idle bed; 
*« $o let high ſighted “ Tyranny range on, 
« Till each man drop by lottery. But if theſe, 
% As I am ſure they do, bear fire enough 
* To kindle cowards, and to ſteel with valour 
% The melting ſpirits of women; then countrymen, 
„ What need we any ſpur, but our own cauſe, 
« To prick us to redreis ? what other bond. 
«© Than fecret F Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
„ And will not palter ? and what other oath, 
© Than honeſty to honeſty engag'd, 
% That this ſhall be, or we will tall for it? 
«© Swear prieſts and cowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble carrions, and ſuch ſuffering fouls 
% That welcome wrongs: unto bad cauſes, ſwear 
« Such creatures as men doubt; but do not Rain 
« The even virtue of our enterpriſe, 
% Nor th' inſuppreſſive mettle of our ſpirits, 
„% To think, that or our cauſe, or our performance, 
% Doth need an oath: when ev'ry drop of blood 
That ev'ry Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a ſeveral baſtardy, 
If he doth break the ſmalleſt particle 
Of any promiſe that hath paſs d from him. 
Caf. But what of Cicero? ſhall we ſound him? 
I think he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. 
Caſca Let us not leave him out. 
Cin, No, by no means. 
Met. O let us have him, for his ſilver hairs 
will purchaſe | us a good opinion, 
And buy mens? voices to commend our deeds ; 
It ſhall be ſaid, his judgment rul'd our hands; 
Our youths and wildnets (hall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. - 
Bru. O, name him not : let — — 
For he will never follow any ching 
That other men begin. 


* Alluding to a hawk ſoaring on high, and intent upon its prey. 
+ ſecret, tor ſedercte ; ulcd becaule fecrecy is an elicutial quality 
confedetations. 
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Caf. Then leave him ont. 

Caſca. Indeed he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man elſe be touch'd, but only Czfar ? 

Caf. Decius, well urg'd : I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, ſo well beloy'd of Cæſar, 

Should outlive Czfar : we ſhall find of him 

A ſhrewd contriver. And you know, his means, 

If he improve them, may well ſtretch fo far, 
As to anroy us all; which to prevent, 

Let Antony and Cæſar fall together. 

Bru. Our courſe will ſeem too bloody, Caius 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Cæſar. 

Let us be ſacrificers, but not butchers, Caius 
We all ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Cæſar, 
And in the ſpirit of man there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Czſar's ſpirit, 
And not diſmember Cæſar ! but alas! | 
Cæſar muſt bleed for t——* And, gentle friends, 
© Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathiully ; 
Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the gods, 

« Not hew him as a carcaſe fit for hounds. 

« And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, 

« Stir up their ſervants to an act of rage, 

« Ard after ſcem to chide them. This ſhall make 
Our pur poſe neceſſury, and not envious : 

W hich ſo appearing to the common eyes, 

We ſhall be call d purgers, not murtherers. 

And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 

Far he can do no more than Cæſar's arm, 


When Cæſar's head is off. 


Caf. Yet do fear him; 

For in the ingraſted love he bears to Cæſar 
Bru. Alas, good Caſſius, do not think of him: 

If he love Cæſar, all that he can do 

Is to himſelf, take thought, and die far Cæſar: 

And that were much he ſhould ; for he is giv'a 

To ſports, to wildneſs, and much company. 
Treb, There is no ſear in him; let him not die; 

For he will live, and laugh at this hei eaſter. [Clock ſriles, 
$ra, Peace, ccunt the clock. 
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Caſ. The clock hath ſtricken three. 
Treb. Tis time to part. 
Cafe But it is doubtful yet, 
If Cæſar will come forth to day, or no: 
For he is ſuperſtitious grown of late, 
Quite from the main opinion he hel4 once 
Ot fantaſy “, or dreams and ceremonies *® ; 
It may be, theſe apparent prodigies, 
The uaaccuſtom'd terror of this night, 
And the perſuaſion of his augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 
Dec. Never fear that; if he be ſo reſolv'd, 
I can o'erſway him; for he loves to hear, 
„% That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
* And bears with glaſſ:s, elephants with holes, 
*« Lions with toils, and men with flatterers, 
% But when I tell hin, he hates flatterers, 
1% He fays he does; being then molt Alutered. 
Leave me to work : 
For I can give his humour the true bent, 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. | 
Caſ. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru, By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoſt ? 
Cin. Be that the uttermoſt, and fail not then. 
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Ceſar hard, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey ; 
wonder none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along to bim: 
He loves me well; and | have given him reaſons ; 
Send him but hither, and 1 ll faſhion him. 
Caſ. The morning comes upon's ; we'll leave you, 
Bratas ; 

And, friends ! diſperſe yourſelves ; but all remember 
What you have ſaid, and ſhew yourſelves true Romans. 
Bru, Good gentlemen, look freſh and merrily; 

Let not our looks pat on our purpoſes : 

But bear it as our Roman actors do, 

With untir'd ſpirits, and formal conſtancy ; 

And ſo, good morrow to you every one. [Exeunt. 
* antaſy is meant ominous ferebodings ; and by ceremonict, 

IA means of religious rites 2 
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Manet Brutus, 


Boy ! Lucius ! faſt aſleep ? it is no matter, 

« Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of flumber : 

« Thou haſt no figures, nor no fantaſies, 

« Which buſy care draws in the brains of men; 
« Therefore thou ſl:ep'it fo found. 


S CEN E m. Enter Portia, 


Por. Brutus, my Lord ! 

Bru. Portia, what mean you? wherefore riſe you 
It is not for your health thus to commit now? 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning. 

Por. Nor for your's neither. ** You've ungently, 

Brutus, 
% Stole from my bed. And, yeſternight at ſupper, 
« You ſuddenly aroſe and walk'd about, 
« Muſing and ſighing, with your arms acroſs : 
« And when I alk'd you what the matter was, 
« You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 
„ [ urg'd you further; then you ſcratch'd your head, 
% And too impatiently ſtamp'd with your foot: | 
„ Yet I inſiſted; yet you anſwer'd not; 
% But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 
% Gave ſign for me to leave you: to I did, 
«« Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience, 
„% Which ſeem'd too much inkicdled ; and, withal, 
« Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 
« Which ſometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep ; 
And could it work ſo much upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
1 ſhould not know you, Brutus, Dear my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief. 

Bru. 1 am not well in health, aud that is all. 

Por. Brutus is wiie, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru. Why, fo I do: good Portia, go to bed, 

Por. Is Brutus fick ! and is it phyſical 
To walk unbraced, and ue up the humours 
Of the dank morning ? What ! is brutus fick? 

And will he ſteal out of his wholſome bed, 


— rc — — — 


To dare the vile contagion of the night ? 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air, 
To add unto his fickneſs ? No, my Brutus; 
You have ſome fick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: and, upon my knees, 

I charge you, by my once-commended beauty, 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, yourſelf, your half, 
Why you are heavy; and what men to-night 
Have had reſort to you; for here have been 

Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſs. | 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia, 

Por. 1 ſhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus, 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, | 
| Is it excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets | 
That appertain to you? am 1 yourſelf, 

But as it were in fort or limitation? 
To keep with you at meals, conſort your bed, 
And talk to you ſometimes ? dwell I but in the ſuburbs 
Of your good pleaſure ? if it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus harlot, not his wife. 
Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That viſit my ſad heart. 

Por. It this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret, 
I grant l am a woman ; but withal 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife : 

I grant | am a woman; but withal 

A woman well reputed Cato's daughter. 

Think you | am no ſtronger than my ſex, 

Being ſo father'd, and ſo huſbanded ? 

Tell me your ccunſels, I will not diſcloſe them: 

I have made ſtrong proof of my conſtancy, 

Giving myſelf a voluntary wound 
Here in the thigh : can I bear that with patience, 
And not my huſband's ſecrets ! | 

Bru. O ye gods! 

Render me worthy of this noble wiſe. [ Knock, 
Hark, bark, one knocks: Portia, go in a while; 
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And, by and by, thy boſom ſhall partake 

The ſecrets of my heart. 

All my engagements 1 will conſtrue to thee, 


All the charactery of my ſai brows. 
Leave me with haſte. [Exit Portia, 


Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 


Lucius, who's there that knocks ? 

Luc, Here is a ſick man, that would ſpeak with you, 

Bru. Caius Ligarius that Metellus ſpake of. 

Boy, ſtand aſide, Caius Ligarius ! how? 

Lig Vouchſafe good morrow, from a feeble tongue. 

Bru O, what a time have you choſe out, brave Caius, 
To wear a kerchief? would you were not fi-k ! 

Lig. I am not fick. if Brutus have in hand 

Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have 1 in hand, Ligarius, 

Had you an healthful ear ro hear of it. 

Lig. By all the gods the Romans bow before, 

I here diſcard my ſickneſs. Soul of Rome! 

Brave fon, deriv'4 from honourable- loins ! 

Thou, like an exorciſt, haſt conjur d up 

My mortified ſpirit. Now bid me run, 

And | will ſtrive with things impollible ; 

Yea, get the better of them, What's to do ? | 
Bru. A piece of work that will make ſick men whole, 
Lig. But are not ſome whole that we muſt make lick? 
Bru. That we mult alſo. What it is, wy Caius, 

I ſhall unſold to thee, as we are going, 

To whom it muſt be done, 

Liz. Set on your foot, 

And with a heart new-fic'd I follow you, 

To do l know not what: but it ſufficeth, 

That Brutus leads me on, 3 
Bru. Follow me then. ON FExeunt, 


SCENE IV. Changes to C::ſar's palace, 
Thunder and lightning. Enter Julius Cæſar. 
Ce/. Nor heav'n, nor earth, have been at peace to- 
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her ſleep cry d out, [nights 


« Help, ho! they murder Cæſar. Who's within 2 
Vor. VII. C 


28 Palins Cofar. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ceſ. Go bid the prieſts do preſent ſacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of ſucceſs, | 
Ser, 1 will, my Lord. 
Enter Calphurnia, 


Cal. What mean you, Czſar ? think you to walk fort? 
You ſhall not ſtir out of your houſe to-day, 

Cæſ. Czfar ſhall forth ; the things that threatned me 
Ne'er look'd but on my back: when they ſhall ſee 
The face of Cæſar, they are vaniſhed. 

Cal. Cæſar, I never ſtood on ceremonies, 

Yet now they fright me. There is one within 
(Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeen) 
Recounts molt horrid lights ſeen by the watch. 

A lioneſs hath whelped in the ſtreets, 

And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead: 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 

In ranks, and ſquadrons, and right form of war, 
W hich drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 

The noiſe of battle hurtled in the air; 

Horſes did nigh, and dying men did grone ; 

And ghoſts did ſbriek, ſqueal about the ſtreets. 
O Czfar ! theſe things are beyond all uſe, 
And 1 do fear them. 

- Caf. What can be avoided, 

V hoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty gods? 

Yet Czfar ſhall go forth : for theſe predictions 

Ate to the world in , as to Cæſar. 

Cal. When die, there are no comets ſeen ; 
The heav'ns themſelves blaze torth the death of princes. 

Cæſ. Cowards die many times before their deaths, 
e The valiant never taſte of death but once. 
«« Of all the wonders that I yet have have heard, 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange, that men ſhould fear; 
«« Seeing that death, a neceſſary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 

Enter a Servant. 


What fay the Avgurs ? 


[Exit. 


* 
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Ser. They would not have you to ſir forth to- day. 
Plucking the intrails of an offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beaſt. 
[Exit Servant. 
Ce. The gods do this in ſhame of cowardice : 
Cæſar ſhould be a beaſt without a heart, 
If he ſhould ſtay at home to-day for fear. 
Cal. Alas, my Lord, 
Your wiſdom is conſum d in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day ; call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houſe, and not your own, 
We'll ſend Mark Antony to the ſenate houſe, 
And he will ſay, you are not well to-day, 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 
Ceſ. Mark Antony (hall ſay, I am not well; 
And, for thy humour, I will tay at home. | 


Here's Decius Brutus, he ſball tell them fo. 
Dec. Cæſar, all hail! good morrow, worthy Cæſar; 
come to fetch you to the ſenate houſe. 
Cæſ. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting Fu- ſenators, 
And tell them, that 1 Will not come to-day : 
Cannot, is falſe ; and that I dare not, falſer: 
Iwill not come to-day; tell them fo, Decius. 
Cl, Say, he is ſick. 
Ceſ. Shall Cæſar ſend a lye ? 
Have I in the conqueſt ſtretch'd mine arm ſo far, 
To be afraid to tell grey-beards the truth? 
Decius, go tell them, Cæſar, will not come. 
Dec. Moſt mighty Cæſar, let me know ſome cauſe, 
Leit I be langh'd at when 1 tell them fo. 
Cef. The cauſe is in my will, 1 will not come; 
That is enough to ſatisfy the ſenate, 


— — — 0 day ſor fear. 

No, Cæſar (hill not; Danger knows full well, 
"That Czfer is more dangerous than he, 

We were two lians litter'd in ore days 

And I the eider and more terrible; 

And Ca ſar ſhail go forth, 

Cat, Als, Cc. 
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But for your private ſatisfaction. 
Bec auſe | love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, ſtays me at home: 
She dream'd laſt night, ſhe ſaw my ſtatue, 
Which like a fountain, with a hundred ſpoutæ, 
Did run pure blood: and many luſty Romans 
Came imiling and did bathe their hands in it. 
Theſe the applies for warnings and portents 
Of evils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath bepg'd, that I will tay at home to-day. 
Dec, Yhis dream is all amiſs interpreted. 
tt was a viſion fair and fortunaie : 
Your ſtatue, ſpouting blood in many pipes, 
In v hich fo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 
$ivr:thes,, that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck 
Revicing blood: and that great non ſhall preſs ® 
© © „ @ @ -E 6 „„ 
Tor tiactures, ſtains, relies, and e 
This by Calphurnia's dream is ſigni 
Grſ. And this way have you well — | it. 
Dec. | have, when you have heard what I can ſay, 
And know it now, the ſenate _ concluded 
To give this day a crown to mighty Czlar. 
1! you fhall fend them word "ot will not come, 
Their minds may change, Beſides, it were a mock 
Apt to bg render'd, for ſome one to lay, 
Breuk np the ſenate till another time, 
hen Cæſar's wife ſhalt meet with better dreams. 
If Cæſar hide himtelt, (hall they not whiſper, 
Lo, Cæſar is afraid! 
Pardon me, (æſar; for my dear, dear love 
1d your proceeding + Lids me tell you.this ; 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 
Cz/. How fooliſh do your fears ſeem now, Calphur - 
1 ain aſhamed 1 did yield to them. [nia ? 
Give me my robe, {or I will go. 


some lines ſeem to de wanting between this and the ſubſequent 
one. f 


+ proceeding, for advancement, eſtabliſt ment. 
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een 


Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Caſca, Trebonius, 
Cinna, and Publius. 
And, look, where Publius is come to fetch me. 
Pub. Good morrow, Cæſar. | 
Cef. Welcome, Publius. 
What. Brutus, are you ſtirr'd ſo early too? 
Good morrow, Caſca. Caius Ligarius, 
Czſar was ne er ſo much your enemy, 
As that ſame which hath made you lean, 
What ist o clock? 
Bru. Cæſar, tis ſtrucken eight. 
Cef. I thank you for your pains and courteſy, 
Enter Antony. 


See! Antony, that revels long o' nights, 
Is notwithſtanding up. G morrow, Antony. 
Ant. So to Moſt Noble Cæſar. 
Ceſ. Bid them prepare within, 
I am to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now, Cinna; now, Metellus; what, Trebonivus ! - 
I have an hour's talk in ſtore for you, 
Remember that you call on me to day; 
Be near me, that | may remember you. 
Treb. Cæſar, I will ;—and ſo near will I be, [LA Ade. 
That your beſt friends ſhall wiſh 1 had been further. 
Cæſ. Good friends, go in, and taſte ſome wine with me; 
And we, like friends, will ſtraightway go together. 
Bru. That every like is not the ſame, O Cæſar, 
[ Afede. 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon! [E. 


SCENE vn. Changes to a fireet near the Capitol. 
Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper. 

| Ceſar, beware of Brutus ; take beed of Caſſius; come 
not near Caſca; have an eye toGinna ; truſt not T rebonius; 
mark well Metellus Cimber; Decius Brutus loves thee not; 
thou haſt wrong'd Caius tigarius There is but ane mine in 
all. theſe men, and it is _— Ceſar, 1f thou beeſi * 
3 
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not immortal, look about thee: ſecurity gives way te 
conſpiracy. The mighty gods defend thee ! 


Thy lover, A&TEMIDORUS, 
Here will 1 ſtand till Cæſar paſs along, 


And as a ſuitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 

If thou read this, O Cæſar, thou may'lt live; 


U not, the fates. with traitors do contrive. LC xi. 


Enter Portia and Lucius. 


Por. I pr'ythee, boy, run to the. ſenate houſe; 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone, 
Why doſt thou ſtay ? 
Luc. To know my errand, Madam. 
Por. I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Fre I can tell thee what thou ſhould ſt do there 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my fide, 
Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ; 
I have a man's mind, but a woman's might. 
How hard it is for women to keep counſel ! 
Art thou here yet ? 

Luc Madam, what ſhould I do? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elſe? 
And ſo return to you, and nothing elſe? 


Per Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy Lord look well, 


For he went fickiy forth ; and take goad note, 

W hut Cz.ar doth, what ſuitors preſs to him, 

Hark, boy ! what noiſe is that ? 
Luc. | hear none, Madam. 

Par. Pr ythee, lilen well, 

1 heard a buſtling rumour like a fray, 

And the wind brings it from the Capitol, 

Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing. 


Enter Artemidorus. 


Par. Come hither, tellow ; which way baſt thou been? 
Art. At mine own honſe, good Lady. 

Per. What is't o'clock ? 

Art. Abaut the ninth hour, Lady. 

P:r. Is Czſar yet gone to the Capitol? 

Art. Madam, not yet; 1 go to take my Rand, 
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To ſee him paſs on to the Capitol. 


Por. Thou haſt forme ſuit to Cæſar, haſt thou not? 

Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleaſe Czfar 
To be fo good to Cæſgar, as to hear me: 

I. ſhall beſcech him to defend himſelf. 
Por. 1 know ſt thou any harm intended tow'rds 
im! 

Art. None that I know will be. much that I fear; 
Good morrow to ou. Here the ſtreet is narrow. 
The throng that follows Cziar at the heels, 

Of Senators, of Prztors, commoa ſuitors, 

Will croud a feeble man almoſt to death, 

I'll get me to a place more void, and there 

Speak to great Cæſar as he comes along. [Exit. 

Por. I mult goin—aye me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is! O Brutus ! Brutus! | 
Ide heavens ſpeed thee in thine enterpriſe ! 

Sure the boy heard me. Brutus hath a ſuit 
That Cæſar will not grant. ———0DO, I grow faint. 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my — 
Say, I am merry; come to me again, 

And bring me word what he doth ſay to thee. 


[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


ACT: m. SCENE 1. 
The ftireet before the Capitol, and the Capitol opens. 


Fleuriſb. Enter Cæſar. Brutus, Caſſius, Caſca, Decius, 
Metellus, Trebonius, Ciana, Antony, Lepidus, Arte- 
midorus, Popilius, Publius, and the Soathſager. 


Cef. HE ides of March are come. 
*F Seorh. Ay, Cæſar, but not gone. 
Art. Hail, Ceſar : read this ſchedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth deſire you to o'er-read, 
At your beſt leiſure, this his humble ſuit. 
Art, O Cxiar, read mine firſt; for mine's a ſuit . 
That couches Cæſar nearer. Read it, great Cziar, 
Ceſ. What touches us curſelf, ſha!l be laſt ferv'd. 
Art. Delay not, Cæſar, read it initaatly, 
c What, is the tellow mad : 
Pub. Sirrah, give place. 
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Caſ. What, urge you your petitions in the ſtreets? 
Co:ne to the Capitol, 
Pop. 1 wiſh your enterpriſe to-day may thrive, 
Caf. What enterpriſe, Popilius ? . 
Pop. Fare you well. 
Ca What faid Popilius Lena ? 
a/, He wiſh'd to-day our enterpriſe might thrive... 
1 ſear our purpoſe is diſcovered. 2 8 
Bru Lock, how he makes to Cæſar; mark him. 
Caf. Caſca. be ſudden, for we fear prevention. 
Brutus, what ſhall be done, if this be known? 
Caſſius, or Czſar, never hall turn back; 
For I will ſlay myſelf. 
Bru. Caſſius, be conſtant. 
Popilius Læna ſpeaks not of our purpoſe ; 
For, look, he ſmiles, and Cæſar doth not change. 
Caſ Trebonius knows his time; for look you, Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 
Der. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go, 
And preſently prefer his ſuit to Cæſar. 
Bru. He is addreſs' d; ' preſs near, and ſecond him. 
Cin. Caſca, you are the firſt that rears your hand, 
Czf. Are we all ready? what is now anzitfs, 
That Cæſar and his ſenate muit redreſs ? 
Met. Moſt High, Moſt Mighty, and Moſt Puiſſant 
Cæſar. 
Metellus Ciinhber throws before thy ſeat | Kneeling, 
An humble heart 
Ca. I mult prevent thee, Cimber; 


Theſe crouchings and theſe lowly curteſies, 


Might tir the blood ot ordinary men, 
And turn pre-ordinance * and firit decree. 
Into the lane of chiidren. Be not fond, 
To think that Cztar bears fuck regel blood, 
7 hat will be thaw'd trom the true quality 
With that which melteth tools; I mean, ſweet 
Low-crooked curt'fies, and baſe ſpaciel-fawaing, 
Thy brother by 4ecree is bamthed ; 
If thou doſt bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
1 ſpurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Cziar doth not wrong; nor without cauſe 
V ill he be ſatisfied. | 

®* pre-ordinance, for ordinance already e/tabliſved, 
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Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To found more ſweetly in great Cæſar's car, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd brother? 
Bru. I kits thy hand, but not in flattery, Czſar 
Deſiring thee, that Publins Cimber may 
Have an immediate fre:dom of repeal. 
Ciz/. What, Brutus? 
Caf, Pardon, Cæſar; Cæſar, pardon 
As low as to thy ſoot doth Caſſius tall, 
To beg init anchiſement for Publius Cimber. 
Cef. | could be well mov'd, if I were as you; 
if I could pray to move, prayers would move me. 
But I am conſtant as the northern tar, ® 
Let me a little ſhew it, even in this; 
That + was conſtant, Cimber ſhould be baniſh'd; 
And conſtant do remain to keep him to, 
Cin O Cæſar 
Ceſ. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
Dec Great Cæſar 
Cſ. Do not, Brutus, bootlels kneel ! 
Caſca. Speak hands ſor me, [They lab Cæſar. 
Caf. Et tu, Brute -—- then fall, Ceſar! [ dies, 
Cin. Liberty! freedom ! tyrauny is dead 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ſtreet ——— 
Ca. Some to ihe common pulpus, and cry out, 
Liberty. fecedom, and iniranchitemeat. 
Bru Teople, and Senators! be not affrighted ; 
Fly not, lend fill, Awvbition's debt is paid. 
Caf. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 
Dec. And Cafhus too, 
Bru. Where's Publius? 


northern ſtar. 

Of whoſe true, ſix d, and reſting quality, 
There is no te low in the h¹mament. 
Ihe fkies are >-ined with unnumber d ſpark 3, 
They ate all hre, and every one oth ſhine ; 
But there s hut one in all doth bold his place. 
So, in the world, tis furniſh'd ac with men, 
And men are fleth and blood, and appret.cviive; 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unafſailable holds on his rank, 
Unſhak d of motion; and that I am he. 

Let me. e. 
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Cin. Here, quite conſounded with this mutiny. 
Met. Stand faſt together, leſt ſome friends of Czſar's 
Should chance 
Bru. Talk not of ſtanding. Publius, good cheer 
There is no harm intended to your perſon, 
Nor to no Roman elſe; fo tell them, Publius. 
Caſ. And leave us, Publius, leſt that the people 
Ruſhing on us, ſhould do your age ſo. ne miſchief. 
Bru. Do ſo; and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the doers. 


SCENE 1. Enter Trebonius, 


Caſ. Where is Antony ? 
Tre. Fled to his houſe amaz d. 
Men, wives, and children, ſtare, cry out, and run, 
As it were doomſday. 
Bru. Fates! we will know your pleaſures: 
That we ſhill die, we know; tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men ſtand vpon. 
Caf. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off ſo many years of fearing death. 
Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit ; 
So are we Czfar's friends, that have abridg'd 
His time of fearing death. | 
Caſes Stoop, Romans, ſtoop; 
And let us bathe our hands in Cæſar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and beſmear our ſwords ; 
Then walk ue forth even to the market-place, 
And waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry, ** Peace! freedom! liberty. 
Caſ. Stoop then, and waſh—How many ages hence 
[ Dipping their ſwords ip Caſar s blood. 
Shall this our lofty ſcene be acted o'er, 
In fates unborn, and accents yet unknown? 
Bru. How many times ſhall Cæſar bleed in ſport, 
That now on Pompey's balis lies along, 
No worthier than the duſt ? 
Caf. So oft as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall the knot of us be call'd 
The men that gave their country liberty. 
Dec, What, ſhall we forth! 


Ga. Ay, every man away, 


„ 
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Brutus ſhall lead, and we will his heels 
, With the moſt boldeſt, and beſt hearts of Rome. 


Enter a Servant. 


Bru. Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony's. 
Ser. Thus, Brutus, did my maſter bid me kneel ; j 

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down; [ Kneeling. 

And being proſtrate, thus he bad me ſay, 

Brutus is noble, wiſe, valiant, and honeſt ; 

Cæſar was mighty, royal, bold, and loving: 

Say, I love Brutus, and 1 honour him; 

Say, I fear'd Czfar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 

If Brutus will vouchſafe that Antony 

May ſafely come to him, and be reſolv'd 

How Cæſar hath deſerv'd to lie in death; 

Mark Antony ſhall not love Czfar dead, 

So well as Brutus living ; but will fullow 

The fortunes and affairs of Noble Brutus, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod ſtate, 

With all true faith. So ſays my maſter Antony. 

Bru. Thy maſter is a wiſe and valiant Roman; 

I never thought him wor ſe. 

Tell him, ſo pleaſe him come unto this place, 

He ſhall be ſatisfied; and by my honour, 

untouch'd. 

Ser. Ill fetch him preſently- [Exit Servant, 
Bru. I know that we ſhall have him well to friend. 
Caſ. 1 wiſh we may: but yet have I a mind 

That fears him much; and my miſgiving (till 
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Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. | | 

ö SCENE m. Enter Antony. J 
wy Bru. But here comes Antony, Welcome, Mark 
Antony. q 


Ant. O mighty Cæſar ! doſt thou lie ſo low? 44 
« Are all thy conqueſts, glories, triumphs, ſpoils, | 
« Shrunk to this little meaſure ? — Fare thee well. 
1 know not, Gentlemen, what you intend ; . 
Who elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank. 
It i myſelf, there is no hour ſo fit 
As Czfar's death's hour; nor no inſtrument 


Of half that worth as thoſe your ſwords, made rich 
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With the moſt noble blood of all this world, 
do beſeech ye, if ye bear me hard, 
Now, whilſt your purpled hands do reek and ſmoke, 
Fulfill your pleaſure. Live a thouſand years, 
I ſhall not find myſelf ſo apt to die. 
% No place will pleaſe me ſo, no means of death, 
„As here by Cæſat, and by you cut off, 
« The choice and maſter ſpirits of this age. 
Bru, O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, 
As by our hands, and this our preſent aQ, 
You ſee we do yet fee you but our hands, 
And this the bleeding buſineſs they have done. T 
Our hearts you ſee not: they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome * 


(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity) Bu 
Hath done this deed on Cæſar. For your part, _ 
To you our ſwords have leaden points, Mark Antony; oh 
Our arms exempt from malice; ** and our hearts, 


% Ot brothers' temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thouzhts, and reverence. 
Caf Your voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any man's 
In the difpoſing of new dignities. 

Bra. Only be patient, till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beſide them {eives with fear; 
And then we will deliver you the cauſe, | 
Why 1, that did love Cæſar when I Rrook him, 
Proceeded thus. | 

Ant. 1 doubt not of your wiſdom. 
Let each man render me hi- bloody hand. 
Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will I ſuake with ycu ; 
Next, Caius Caſſius, do I take j; our hand; 
Now, Decius Brutus, your's ; now your's Metellus; 
Your's, Cinna; and my valiant Caſca, your's ; 
Tho' laſt, not leaſt in love, your's, good Trebonius. 
Gentlemen all———zlas, what ſhall 1 fay ? 
My credit now ſtands on fuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you muſt conceit me, 
Fither a coward or « flatterer. 
That I did love thee, Czfar, oh, tis true. 
If then thy ſpirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death, 
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To ſee thy Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 
Moſt noble! in the preſence of thy corſe! 
Had I as many eyes as thou haſt wounds, 
Weeping as taſt as they ſtream forth thy blood, 
It would become me better, than to cloſe 
In terms of friendſhip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius—here waſt thou bay'd, brave hart; 
Here didſt thou fall, and here thy hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and crimſon'd in thy lethe, ® 
Caf. M Antony 5 
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caſſius. 
The enemies of Cæſar ſhall ſay this; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modeſty. 
Caf. I blame you not for praiſing Cæſar fo, 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends, 
75 Or ſhall we on, and not depend on you? 
Ant. Therefore I took your hands: but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cæſar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all ; 
Upon this hope, that you ſhall give me reaſcns, 
Why, and wherein Cæſar was dangerous. 
Bru. Or elſe this were a ſavage ſpectacle. 
Our reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the ſon of Cæſar, 
You ſhould be ſatisfied. 
Ant. That's all I ſeek; 
And am moreover ſuitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place, 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. : 
Bru, You ſhall, Mark Antony, 
Caf. Brutus, a word with you, 
You know not what you do; do not conſent [de. 
That Antony ſpeak in his funeral: 
ing thy lethe, 
O world! thou waſt the foreſt to this hart, 


And this indeed, O world, the heart of thee, 


How bke a deer, ſtricken by many princes, 
Doſt thou here lie ? 4 hal 
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Know you how much the people may be moy'd "= 
By that which he will utter ? * 

Bru. By your pardon, 10 
I will myſelf into the pulpit firſt, T 
And ſhew the reaſon of our Cæſar's death. V 


What Antony ſhall ſpeak, I will proteſt 
He ſpeaks by leave, and by permiſſion ; 
And that we are contented Cæſar ſhall Y 
Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies, 
It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 
Caf. I know not what may fall, I like it not. 
Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Cæſar's body. 
You ſhall not in your funeral ſpeech blame us, 
But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Czſar ; 
And ſay, you do't by our permiſſion: Pa 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral. . And you ſhall ſpeak 
In the ſame pulpit whereto I am going, | 


Aſter my ſpeech is ended. | 
Ant. Be it ſo; He 
I do deſire no more. 
Bru, Prepare the body then, and follow ns, Hi, 


[Exeant Conſpirators, Th 
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Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth! 
That I am meek and gentle with theſe butchers, 
Thou art the ruins of the nobleſt man ' 
That ever lived in the ride of times. 

Woe to the hand that ſhed this coſtly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I propheſy, 

(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue), 

A cucſe ſhall light upon the line of men v; 
Domeſtic fury, and fierce civil ſtrife, 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy; 

Blood and deſtruction ſhall be ſo in uſe, 

And dreadſul objects fo familiar, 

That mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd by the hands of War: 
All pity chok'd with cuſtom of fell deeds; 

« And Czſar's ſpirit, ranging for revenge, 
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« With Ate by his fide come hot ſrom hell, 

«« Shall in theſe confines, with a monarch's voice, 

% Cry, Haveck, and let flip the dogs of war; 

That this foul deed ſhall ſmell above the earth 

With carrion men, groning for burial. 


Enter Octavius's Servant. 


You ſerve Octavius Cæſar, do you not? 
Ser. I do, mark Antony. 
Ant. Cæſar did write for him to come to Rome 
Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming; 
And bid me ſay to you by word of mouth 
O Czſar! [Seeing the body, 
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep ; 
Paſſion I ſee is catching ; tor mine eyes, 
Seeing thoſe beads of forrow ſtand in thine, 
Begin to water, Is thy maſter coming? 
Ser, He lies to- night within ſeven leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Poſt back with ſpeed, and tell him what hath 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, [ chanc'd,, 
No Rome of ſafety for Octavius yet 
Hie hence and tell him ſo. Yet ſtay a while; 
Thou ſhalt not back, till 1 have born this corſe. 
Into the market-people : there ſhall I try 
In my oration, how the people take 
The cruel iſſue of theſe bloody men; 
According to the which thou ſhalt diſcourſe 
To young Octavius of the ſtate of things. 


Lead me your hand, [Exeunt with Czſar's bedy 
SCENE V. Changes to the Forum. 
Enter Brutus, auI mounts the Reſtra; Caſſius with 142 

 Pleberans. * 


Pleb. We will be ſatisfied ; let us be ſatisfied. 


Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, friends. 


Caſſius, go you into the other ſtreet, 

And part che numbers: 

1 hote that will hear me ſpeak, let em ſtay here; 
1 hoie that will follow Caffius, go with him; 


And public reaſons ſhall be rendered 
Of Cæſar's death, 
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1 Plebd 1 will hear Brutus ſpeak, 

2 Pleb. I will hear Caffius, and compare their rea- 
When ſev'rally we hear them rendered. (ſons, 

| [Exit Caſſius, with ſome of the Plebeians, 

3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is aſcended : filence l 

Bru. Be patient till the laſt. 

Romans, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for my 
eauſe; and be ſilent, that you may hear. Believe me 
for mine honour, and have reſpet to mine honour, 
that you may believe, Cenfure me in your wiſdom, 
and awake your ſenſes that you may the better judge. 
* Il there be any in this aſſembly, any dear friend of 
Cæſar's, to him I ſay, that Brutus's love to Ceſar 
was no less than his, If then that friend demand, 
why Brutus roſe againſt Cæſar, this is my anſwer: 
Not that 1 lov'd Ceſar leſs, but that I lov'd Rome 
more. Had you rather Cæſar were living, and die 
al flaves ; than that Cæſar were dead, to live all free · 
men? As Cœſar Jov'd me, I weep for him; as he 
was fortunate, | rejoice at it; as he was valiant, [ 
roncur bim; but as he was ambitious, I flew him, 
1 kere are tears for his love, joy for his fortune, ho- 
r.cur tor his valour, and death tor his ambition. Who's 
here ſo baſe, that would be a bond man? If any, 
ſrecak; for him have 1 offended Who's here fo rude, 
that would not be a Roman? If any, ſpeak; for 
him have 1 offended, WV ho's here fo vile, that will 
not love his couatry ! If any, ſpeak; for him have 1 
offended, L pauſe for a reply 
All None, Brutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no 
mere to Cziar than you ſhall do to Brutus. The que- 
ſtion of his death is inroll'd in the Capitol; his g 
rot extenuated, wherein he was worthy 5 nor his ot- 
ſences inforc'd, for which he ſuffered death. 


Enter Mark Antony with Caſar's body. 


Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony ; who, 
though he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the 
benefit of his dying, a place ia the common wealth ; 
as which of youu ſhall not? With this 1 depart, that as 
1 ſlew my belt lover for the good of Rome, I have the 
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ſame dagger for myſelf, when it ſhall pleaſe my coun. 
try to need my death. 
Ail Live, Brutus, live ! live! 
: Pleb. Bring him with triumph home unto his houſe. 
2 Pleb, Give him a ſtatue with his anceſtors. 
4 Pleb. Cæſar s better parts 
Shall be crown'd in Brutus. 


1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houſe with ſhouts and 


clamours. 

Bru, My countrymen 

2 Pleb. Peace l filence ! Brutus ſpeaks. 

1 Pleb Peace, ho! 

Bru, Good countrymen, let me depart alone. 
And, for my fake, fiay here with Antony; 
Do grace to Czſar's corpſe, and his ſpeech - 
Teading to Cæſar's glories, which Mark Antony 
By our permiſſion is allowed to make, 
I do intreat you, not a man depart, 


Save I alone, till Antony have ſpoke, [Exit 


SCENE VI. 


1 Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony. 
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the public chair, 


Well hear him. Noble Antony, go up. 


Ant. For Brutus fake, I am beholdea to you. 
4 Pleb. What does he ſay of Brutus ? 

3 Pleb. He ſays for Brutus fake 

He finds himſelf beholden to us all. 


4 Pleb. Twere belt he ſpeak no harm of Brutus here, 


1 Pleb, This Cziar was a tyrant. 
3 Pleb. Nay, that s certain; 


We are blek'd, that Rome is rid of him. 


2 Pleb. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can ſay. 

Ant, You gentle Romans 

Ali. Peace, ho, ict us hear him. 

Ant, tnends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your 
© 1 come to bury Cælar, not to praile him. [ears. - 
The evil that meu do, lives atter them; ; 
The good i» oft interred with their bones; 

* $o let it e with Cziar! Noble Brutus 
* 'Hath told you, Car — , 
; 3- 
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if it ere fo, it was a grievous fault; 

And grievouſly hath Cæſar anſwer d it, 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 

(Fur Brutus is an honourable: man, 

do are they all, all honourable men), 

Come I to ſpeak in Czfar's funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and juſt to me; 

But Brutus ſays, he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whoſe ranſoms did the general coffers fill; 

Did this in Cæſar ſeem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cry'd, Ceſar hath wept; 
Ambition thould be made of ſterner tuff. 

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did fee, that, on the Lupercal, 

1 thrice preſented him a kingly crown; 
Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this ambition? 
Yet Brutus fays he was ambitious ; 

And, ſure, he is an honourable man. 

1 ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 

Eut here I am to ſpeak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cauſe : 


O judgment! thou art fled: to bratiſh' beaſts, 

And men have loſt their reaſon Bear with me. 
My beart is in the coſſin there with Cæſar, 

* And | muſt pauſe till. it come back to me. 
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1 Pleb. Methinks there is much reaſon in his ſayings. 


If thou conſider rightly of the matter, 
Czſor has had great wrong. 


3 Pleb. Has ke, muſters ? I ſear there will a worſe 


come in his place 


4 Plch. Mark d ye his words ? be would not take the 
T herefore *tis certain he was not ambitious. [crown ; 


1 Pet. Il it be found to, fome' will dear abide it. 


2 Pleb. Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with 


weeping. 


3 Pleb. There's not a nobler man in Rome than An- 


tony, 


4 Pb. Now, mark him, he begins to ſpeak. 


M hat cauſe with-holds you then to mourn for him? 
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Ant. * Rut yeſterday the word of Czfar might 
Have ſtood againit the world; now lies he there, 
And none ſo poor to do him reverence, 

O maſters! it I were d:{pos'd to ſtir 

* Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

« I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſius wrong 

Who, you all know, are honourable men. 

I will not do them wrong : I rather chuſe 

To wrong the dead, to wrong myſzlt and you, 

Than Iwill wrong ſuch honourable men. 

But here's a parchment, with the ſeal of Czfar,. 

« 1] found it in his cloſet, tis his will; 

Let but the commons hear this tellament, 

(Which, pardon me, | do not mean to read), 

And they would go and kiſs dead Cefar's wounds, 

* Ard dip their napkins in his ſacred blood; | 

© Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And dying. mention it within their wills, 

* Bequeathingy it as a rich legacy 

* Unto their iiſue 
4 Plcb. We'll hear the will, read it, Mark Antony. 
All. The will, the will; we will hear « zfar's will, 
Ant. Have patience, gentle triends, I mult not read: 

* It is not meet you know how Cztar lov'd you, [it 3 

© You are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men: 

* And, being men, hearing the will of Cziar, 

It will u flame you, it will make you mad. 

is good yuu know not, that yuu are his heirs ; 

* For it you ſhould Q what would come of it ? 

4 Pleb. Read the vill, we will hear it, Antony; 
You ſhall read us the will, Cæſar's will. 

Ant. Will you be patient ? will you ſtay a while? 
(I have overthct niyiclf, to tell you of ith, 

* | fear I wrong the honovrable men, 

*. Whoſe caggers bave itabb'd Ceiar——1 do fear it, 
4 Pleb. they were traitors — honourable men ! 
All. The will ! the faltament ! 

2 Pleb, They were villains, murtherers ; the will 1. 
read the will, 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the will? 
© Then make a ring at out the cor pie of Cælar, ; 
And let. me ſhew you him that made the will. 
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"Shall I deſcend ? and will you give me leave? 
All. Come down, 
2 Pleb. Deſcend. | He comes down from the. pulpit; 
3 Pleb. You ſhall have leave. 
4 Pleb. A ring; ſtand round. 


1 Pleb. Stand from the hearſe, ſtand from the body. 


2 Pleb. Room for Antony —— Moſt Noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay, preſs not ſo upon me, ſtand tar off. 
All. Stand back room bear bac 
Ant. * If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
* You all do know this mantle; 1 remember, 
The ficſt time ever Cæſar put it on, 
©.*Twas on a ſummer's evening in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervii 
Look | in this place ran Caſtius' dagger through ;— 
See what a rent the envious Caſca made 
Through this the well-beloved Brutus ſtabb d; 
* And as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel away, 
©. Mark how the blood of Cæſar follow'd it! 
As ruſhing out of doors, to be reſolv'd, 
If Brutus fo unkindly knock d or no: 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cæſar's angel. 
Judge, oh you gods ! how dearly Cæſar lov'd him; 
This, this, was the unkindeſt cut of all; 
For when the Noble Cæſar ſaw him ſtab, 
* Iogratitude more ſtrong than traitors' arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him ; then burſt his mighty heart: 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Cæſar fell, 
Even at the baſe of Pompey's ſtatue. 
O what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I and you, and all of us fell down, 
« Whilſt bloody treaion flouriſh'd over us. 
O, now you weep; and I perceive you feel 
*. The diat of pity; theſe are gracious drops. 
Kind ſouls! what, weep you when you but behold ' 
Our Cziar's veiture wounded ? look you here! 
„Here is himielt, marr'd, as you ſee, by traitors. . 
1 Pleb, O piteous ſpectacle] 
2 Pleb. O Noble : æſar ! 
3 Pleb, O wotul day! 
4 Pleb. O waitors, villains! 
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1 Pleb. O moſt bloody fight ! 

2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd : revenge: about 
ſeek—burn—fire—kill—flay ! let not a traitor live. 

Ant. Stay, countrymen- 

1 Pleb. Peace there, hear the Noble Antony. 

2 Pleb. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die 
with him. — 

Ant. * Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not ſtir 
To ſuch a tudden flood of mutiny. [ you up 
They that have done this deed are hononrable. 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 
That made them do it: they are wiſe and honourable, 
And will, no doubt, with reaſon anſwer you. 

* I cotne not, friends, to ſteal away your hearts 3 

© I am no orator, as Brutus is : 

© But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 

That love mydriend; and that they know full well 

© That give me public leave to ſpeak of him : 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 

Action nor utt'rance, nor the power of ſpeech, 

To ſlir mens' blood; I only ſpeak right on. 

© I tell you that which you yourſelves do know; 

* Shew you ſweet Cziar's wounds, poor, poor, dumb 
mouths ! 

And tid them ſpeak for me But were I Brutus, 

And bruivs Antony, there were an Antony 

Wovid ruffle up your tpirits, and put a tongue 

In every wound of Cœlar, that ſhould move 

The flones of Rome to riſe and muuny. 

All. We'll mutiay— 

1 Pleb. We'll burn the houſe of Brutns, 

3 Pieb. Away then; come, ſeck the conſpirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me ſpeak, 

All. Peace, ho, hear Antony, volt Noble Antony. 

Aut \\ hy, trienvs. you go to doyukiow rot whats 
Wherein hath Cælar thus delerv'g your loves ? 

Alas, you krow not; I mutt teil you then: 
You have tor got the wil tobt yuu f. 

All. Moit true —the will— let s (tay, and hear the 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Cztar's ſeal. [wills 
To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives, | 


To ev ry lev'ral man, fev'nty-five drachma's, 
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2 Pleb. Moſt noble Cæſar! we'll revenge his death. 
3 Pleb. O Royal Cæſar 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 
All. Peace, ho! 
Aut. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and new planted orchards, 
On that fide Tyber ; he hath left them you, 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleaſures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourſelves. 
Here was a Czſar, when comes ſuch another ? 
1 Pleb. Never, never; come, away, away; 
We'll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fire all the traitors' houſes, 
Take up the body. 
2 Pleb. Go, fetch fire. 
3 Pl:b. Plack-down benches. 
4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, windows any thing. 
[Exeunt Plebeians with the body, 
Ant. Now let it work; Miſchief, thou art afoot, 
Jake thou what courſe thou wilt !—How now, fellow? 


Enter a Servant. 


© Ser, Octavius is already come to Rome. 
Ant. Where is he? 
Sor. He and Lepidus are at Cæſar's houſe. 
Ant. And thither will 1 ſtraight to viſit him 
He comes upon a wiſh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 
Ser. | heard him ſay, Brutus and Caſſius 
Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the people, 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Octavius, 
| f Exeunt. 


„ CE NE Vi 
Enter Cinna the poet, and after him the Plebeians, 
Cin. I dream d to-night, that I did feaſt with Ceſar, 
And things unlucky charge my fantaſy : 
I have no will to wander forth of doors; 


Yet ſomething leads me forth. 
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2 Pleb. Whither are you going ? 

3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ? 

4 Pleb. Are you a married man, or a bachelor ? 

2 Pleb. Anſwer every man directly. 

1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly. 

4 Pleb. Ay, and wiſely. 

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were belt. 

Cin. What is my name? whither am I going where 
do I dwell ? am I a married man, or a bachelor? Then 
to anſwer ever man ditectly and briefly, wiſely and 
truly; wiſely, I fay am a bachelor, 

2 Pleb. That's as much as to ſay, they are fools 
% that marry; you'll bear me a bang for that, | fear: 
* proceed directly. 

Cin. Directly I am going to Cæſar's funeral, 

1 Pleb. As a friend, or an enemy? 

Cin. As a friend. 

2 Pleb. That matter is anſwer d directly. 

Pleb. For your dwelling; briefly. 

Gn Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Pleb. Your name, Sir, truly, 

Cin Truly my name is Cinna. 

1 Pleb Tear him to pieces, he's a conſpirator. 

Cin. I am Cinna the poet. I am Ciana the poet. 

4 Pleb. Tear him for his bad verſes, tear him for 
« his bad verſes. 

Cin. 1 am not Cinna the conſpirator. | 

4 Pleb. it is no matter, his name's Cinna ; pluck but 
bis name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho, 

fire-brands : 
To Brutus, to Caſſius, burn all. Some to Decius's houſe, 
And ſome to Caſca s, ſome to Ligarius: away, go. 
| [ Exeunt. 


A C T Wi. $SCENE I. 


Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. 


Ant. 9 — 4 then ſhall die, their names are 
pricx'd, 
Oct. Your brother too muſt die; coaſent you, Lepidus? 
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Oct. Prick him down, Antony. 

Lep. Upon condition Publius ſhall not live, 
Who is your ſiſter's fon, Mark Antony. 

Ant. Heſhall not live; look, with a ſpot I damn him. 
But, Lepidus, go you to Cæſar's houſe ; 

Fetch the will hither, and we ſhall determine 
How to cnt off ſome charge in legacies. 

Lep. What ? ſhall I find you here? 

02. Or here, or at the Capitol. Exit Lepidos, 

Ant. This is a flight, unmeritable a 
Meet to be ſent on errands: is it fir, 

The threefold world divided, he ſhould ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it ? 

OA. So you thought him; 

And took his voice who ſhould be prick'd to die, 
In our black ſentence and proſcription. 

Ant. Octavius, I have ſeen more days than you; 
And though we lay theſe honours on this man, 
To eaſe ourſelves of divers fland'rous loads ; 
He ſhall but bear them, as the aſs bears 
To grone and ſweat under the buſineſs, 
Or led or driven, as we point the way; 
And, having brought our treaſure where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty afs, to (hake his ears, 

And graze in commons, 

04, You may do your will; 
But he's a try'd and valiant foldier. 

Ant. So is my horſe, Octavius: and for that 
1 do appoint him ſtore of provender. 

It is a creature that I teach to fight, 

To wind, to ſtop, to run directly on; 

His corporal motion govern'd by my ſpirit. 

And, in ſome taſte is Lepidus but ſo; 

He muſt be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth; 
A barren-ſpirited fellow, one that feeds 
On abject orts, and imitations : 
Which, out of uſe, and ſtal'd by other men, 
Begin his faſhion. Do not talk of him, 

But as a property. And now, Octavius. 


Liſten great thing. Brutus and Caſſius 
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Are levying powers ; we muſt ſtraight make head. 

Therefore let our alliance be combin'd ; ö 

Our beſt ſrĩends made, and our belt means ſtretch d out; | 

And let us preſently go fit in ecuncil, | 

How covert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 

And open perils ſureſt anſwered. | 
OF. Let us do ſo; for we are at the ſt ike, 1 

And bay'd about with many enemies : 

And ſome that ſmile, have in their hearts, I fear, 

Millions of miſchiefs, [ Exeunt, 


S EN Z I. 
Before Brutus's tent, in the camp near Sardis, 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Lncilius, and Soldiers: Titiaius 
and Pindarus meeting them, 


" Bru. Stand, ho 
Luc. Give the word, ho! and ſtand ! 
Brea. What now, Lucilias ? is Caſſius near? 
Luc. He is at hand, and Piadarus is come 
To do you falutation from his maſter. 
Bru. He greets me well. Your maſter, Pindarus, 
In his own charge, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 
Things done, undone ; but if he be at hand, 
I ſhall be ſatisfied. 
Pin. I do not doubt, 
But that my noble maſter will appear, 
Such as be is, full of regard and honour. | 
Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius —— 
How he receiv'd you, let me be reſoly'd. 
Luc. With courteſy, and with reſpect enough; 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtance:, 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly conference, 
As he hath us'd of old. 
Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot friend cooling; ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ficken and decay, 
It uſeth an inforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and ſimple faich : 
But hollow men, like horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew and promiſe of their metile; 
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But when they ſhould endure the bloody ſpur,” 
They fall their creſt, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial, Comes his army on ? 
Lac. They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 
The greater part, the horſe in general, 
Are come with Caſſius. [Lew March within, 


Enter Caſſius and Soldiers. 


Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd ; 
March gently on to meet him. 
Caſe. Stand, ho! 
Bra. Stand, ho! ſpeak the'word along. 
Mithin. Stand! 
iithin. Stand! 8 
Within. Stand! | 
Caf Moſt noble brother, you have done me wrong. 
Bru. judge me, you gods! wrong 1 mine enemies? 
And, if not fo, bow ſhould 1 wrong a brother? 
Caf. Brutus, this ſober form of your's hides wrongs, 
And when you do them 
Bru. Caſſius, be content, 
Speak your griefs ſoftly, 1 do know you well, 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 
(Which ſhould perceive nothing bur love from us), 
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away; 
Then in my tent, Caſſius, enlarge your griefs, 
Ard l will give you audience. 
Caſe Pindarus, 
Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 
Bru. Lucilius, do the like; and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard the door. [Excunt. 


S C EN E II. 
Changes to the infide of Brutus tent. 
Re-enter Brutus and Caſſius, 


| Caf. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this, 
You ; ave conde mn d and noted Lucius Fella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sa dians; 


Act 4. 


2 2 


4. 


e. 
cunt . 


this, 


l had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
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Wherein my letter (praying on his ſide, 
Becauſe I knew the man) was ſlighted of. 
Bru. You wrong'd yourſelf to write in ſuch a caſe, 
Caſ In fuch a time as this, it is not meet | 
That ev'ry nice offence “ ſhould bear its comment. 
Bru. Yet let me tell you, Caſſius, you yourſelt 
Are much condemn'd to have au itching palm, 
To fell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeſervers. 
Caf. | an itching palm? 
You know, that you are Brutus that ſpeak this, 
Or, by the gods, this ſpezch were elſe your lalt. 
Bru. The name of Caſſius honours this corruption, 
And chaltiſement doth therefore hide its head. 
Caf. Chaſtiſement ! 
Bru. ** Remember March, the ides of March remem- 
„% Did not great Julius bleed for juſtice ſake? [ber ! 
„What villain touch'd his body, that did ſtab, 
« And not tor juſtice ? What, ſhall one of us, 
1% That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 
* But for ſupporting robbers ; ſhall we now 
« Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes ? 
* And fell the mighty ſpace of our large honours 
„% For ſo much traſh, as may be graſpe1 thus ? — 


+ Than ſach a Roman, 
Caſ. Brutus, bay not me, 
Il: act en Jure it; you forget yourſelf, 
To hedge mein; lama folder, 1, 
Older in prattice, abler than yourſelf 
To make conditions. 
Bru. Goto; you are not Caſſtus. 
Caf. lam. 
Bru. I ſay, you are not. 
Caf. Urge me no more, | ſhall forget myſelf —— 
Have mind upon your health tzmpt me no farther, 
Bru. Away, flight man! 
Caf. Is't poſſi ble? 
Bru. Hear me, tor I will ſpeak. 
Mui I give way and room to your raſh choler ? 
„Shall I be trighted when a madman itares ? 


® i, e. ſmall trifling _ 
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Caſ O gods! ye gods! muſt I endure all this ? 
Bru. All this? ay, more. Fret till your proud 
heart break ; 
« Go, ſhew your ſlaves how choleric you are, 
„And make your bondmen tremble. Muſt 1 budge ? 
Muſt4 obferve you! muſt i ſtand and crouch 
Under yc ur teſty hun our? By the gods, 
You ſhall digeſt the venom of your ſpleen, 
7 hough it Co ſplit you: for, from this day forth, 
I'll uſe you for my wirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waſpiſh. 
Caſ. Is it come to this? | 
ru. You ſay, yc u are a better ſoldier ; 
Let it appear ſo; make your vaunting true, 
An4 it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine own part, 
1 ſhall be glad to learn of nable men. 

. Caf. Yeu wrong me every way — you wrong me, 
1 ſaid, an elder ſoldier; not a better. [Brutus ; 
Lid I fay better 1 

Bru, If you did, I care not. | 
Caſ. When Czar liv'd, he durſt not thus have mo- 
v'd me. 
F: u. Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo have tewpted him. 
Caf. 1 durſt ot 
Dru. No. 
C,. What, durſt not tempt him ? 
Bra. For your lite you durſt not. 
C:/. Do nut preſume too much upon my love; 
I may do that 1 Mall be forry for, 
Bru, Lou have done that you thould be forry for. 
«© There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats; 
+ For I am arm'd fo flrong in honelty, 
„That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 
„% Which I reſpect not. I did ſend to you 
For certain ſums of gold, which you deny'd me; 
For I can raite ro money by vile means: 
© By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for erachma's, than to wring 
« From the hard hands of peaſants their vile traſh, 
© By any inditection. I did tend 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 


„% Which you denied me? Was that done like Caffius? 
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* Should 1 have anſwer'd Caius Caſſius ſo? 


* When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 
„% To lock ſuch raſcal counters from his friends, 
„% Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
* Daſh him to pieces, 
Caf. 1 deny'd you not. 
Bru, You did, 
Caf. 1 did not He was but a fool © 
That brought my anſwer back. —Brutus hath riv'd my 
heart. 
A ſriend ſhould bear a friend's infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. l do not. Still you practiſe them on me. 
Caf. You love me not. 
Bru, I do not like your faults. 
Caſ. A friendly eye could never ſee ſach faults, 
Bru. A flatt'rer's would not, tho' they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus, 
Caf. Come, Antony, and yonng Octavius, come 
Revenge yourſelves alone on Caihus, 
For Caſſius is a-weary of the world; 
Hated by one he loves; brav'd by his brother; 
Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults obſerv'd; 
Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote, 
To caſt into my teeth. Ol could weep 
My ſpirit from mine eyes !—— There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breaſt within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold; 
if that thou needit a Roman's, take it forth. 
I, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart; 
Strike as thou didſt at Cæſar; for I know, 
M hen thou didſt hate him worſt, thou lov'dſt him better 
Than ever thou lov'dſt Caſſius. 
Bru. Sheath your dagger ; 
Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope ; 
« Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour. 
0 Cafhus, you are yoked with a lamb, 
* That carries anger, as the flint bears fire; 
% Who much inforced, ſhews a haſty ſpark, 
And ſtraight is cold again. 
Caſ. Hath Caſſius liv's 
To be but mirth and lavghter to his Brutus,, 
E 3 
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When grief, an ! blood ill temper'd vexeth him? 
Eru. When | ſpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 
Cf. Do you confeſs ſo much? give me your hand. 
Bru, And my heart too. [ Embracing, 
Caſ. O Brutus ! 
Bru, What's the matter ? 

/ Have you not love enough to bear with me, 
When that raſh humour which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Pru. Yes, Caſſius, and from henceforth 
When you are over earneſt with your Brutus, 
rle'll think your mother chides, and leave you ſo *. 


SCENE IV. Enter Lucilius and Titinius, 


Bru, Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 

Caſe. And come yourſelves, and bring Meſſala with you 
Immediately to us. FExeunt Lucilius and Titinius. 

Bra. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Caf. I did not think you could have been ſo angry. 

Bru. O Caſſius, I am ſick of many griefs. 

Caf. * Of your philoſophy you make no uſe, 
* If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears ſorrow better ——Portia's dead. 


* — — nd leave you ſo, 
28 A noiſe within, 


Poet. I wilbin.] Let me go in to ſee the Genera's ; 
There is ſome grudge between cm, tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luc. [within,] You ſhall not come to them. 

Pact. [within.] Nothing tut death ſhall ſtzy me. 


Enter Poet. 


Caſ. How now? what's the matter! 

Pact. For ſhame, you Generals ; what do mean ? 
Love, and be friends. as two ſach men ſhould be; 
For I have ſeen more years, I'm ſure, than ye. 

Caf. Ya, ha- how vilely doth this cynic rhime ! 

Br:. Get you hence, firrah ; ſaucy fellow, hence. 

Caf. Bear with him, Brutus, tis his faſhion, 
Bu. Vi} know his humour, when he knows his time; 
What ſhould the wars do with theſe jingFog fools? 
Companion, hence. 


C. Away, away, begone. [Fit Peet, 
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Caf. Ha! Portia? —— 

Bru. She is dead. | 

Caf. How 'ſcaped I killing, when I croſfs'd you fa ? 
O inſuppot table and touching loſs ! 
Upon what ſickneſs? 

Bru. Impatient of my abſence ; 
And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themſelves fo ſtrong ; (for with her death 
That tidings came, with this the fell diſtract, 
And (her attendants abſent) ſwallow d fire. 

Caſ. And dy'd ſo? 

Bru. Even ſo. 


Caf. O ye immortal gods 
Enter Lucius with wine and tapers. 


Bru. Speak no more of her : give me a bowl of wine, 
In this I bury all unkindneſs, Caſſius. [ Drinks, 
Caſ My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge. 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erſwell che cup; 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus“ love. 
Bru. Come in, Titinius ;—welcome, good Meſfala, 


SCENE V. Enter Titinius and Meſſala. 


Now ſit we cloſe about this taper here, 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities, 
Caf. O Portia ! art thou gone? g 
Bru, No more, | pray you. — 
Meſſala, I have here received letters, 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition tow'rd Philippi. 
Meſ. Myſelf have letters of the felt-ſame tenor. 
Bra. With what addition? 
Mef. That, by proſcription and bills of cutlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus 
Have put to death an hundred ſenators. 
Bri. 'Therein our letters do not well agree; 
Mine ſpeak of ſev'nty ſenators that dy'd 
By their proſcriptions, Cicero being one, 
Caf. Cicero one? 
Meſ. Cicero is dead; and by that order of 
Had you your letters from your wiſe, my Lord ? 
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Bru. No, Meſſala 
Meſ. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her ? 
Bru Nothing, Meffala. 
Mef. That methinks is ſtrange. 
Bru. Why aſk you? hear you aught of her in your's ? 
Me. No, my Lord. 
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true, 
Meſ. Then like a Roman bear the truth | tell; 
For certain ſh2 is dead, and by ſtrange manner, 
Bru, Why, tarewel, Portia we muſt die, Meſſala. 
With meditating that ſhe mult die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now, 
Meſ Ev'n fo great men great loſſes ſhould endure, 
Ca/. I have as much of this in art “ as you; 
But yet my nature could not bear it fo. 
Bru. Well, to our work alive What do you think 
Of marching to Pailippi preſently ? 
Caf. I do not think it good. 
Bru. Your reaſon? 
Caf. This it is: 
*Tis better that the enemy ſeek us; 
So ſhall he walte his means, weary his ſoldiers, 
Doing himſelf offence ; whilit we lyin ; ill, 
Are tull of reſt, defence, and nimbleneis, 
Bru, Good reaſons mult of force give place to better. 
The people twixt Philippi and this grouad, 
Do ſand but in a forc'd affection; 


For they have grudg d us contribution. 


The enemy, marching along by them, 
By them ſhall make a fuller number up. 
Come on refreſh'd, new added, and encourag'd ; 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off, 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Theſe people at our back. 
Caf. Hear me, good brother 


Bru. Under your pardon.— You muſt note beſide, 


That we have try'd the utmoſt of our friends, 


Our legions are brim-full, our cauſe is ripe ; 


The enemy increaſeth every day, 
We, at the height, are ready to decline, 
* There is a tide in the affairs of men, 

® art, for philoſophy, 


* 


Which taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
« Omitted, all thz voyage of their life 
Is bound in ſhallows, and in miſeries, 
On ſuch a full ſea are we now a-float : 
And we mult take the current when it ſerves, 
« Or loſe our ventures 
Caf. 1 hen, with your will, go on: we will along 
Ourſelves, and meet them at Philippi. 
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature muſt obey necefliiy 
Which we will niggard with a little ret. 
There is no more to ſay, . 
| Caf. No more; good night 
Early to-morrow will we riſe, and hence; 


Enter Lucius, 


Bru, Lucius, my gown ; farewel, good Mcflala, 
| [Exit Lucius, 

Good night, Titinius : noble, noble Caſſius, 
Good night, and good repoſe, 

Caſ. O my dear brother ! 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come ſuch diviſiog 'tween our ſouls ; 
Let it not, Brutus ! 


Re-enter Lucius with the gown, 


Bru. Ev'ry thing is well. 

Tit. Nleſ. Good night, Lord Brutus, 

Bru. Farewel, every one. [ Exeunt, 
Give me the gown. Where is thy inſtrument ? 

Luc. Here, ia the tent, 

Bru, What, thou ſpeak'ſt drowſily ? 
Poor knare, | blame thee not; thou act o'er-watch'd. 
Call Claudius, and ſane other of my men; 
11 have them ſlzep on cuthions in my teut, 

Lac, Varro and Claudius! 


SCENE VI Enter Varro and Claudius, 


Var. Calls my Lord ? 
Bra. I pray you, Sirs, lie in my tent, and ſleep; 
It may be I thall raiſe you by and by, 
Oa buſineſs to my brother Caſſius. T [pleaſure. 
Var. So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, and watch your 
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Bru. I will not have it ſo; lie down, good Sirs : 
It may be I thall otherwiſe bethink nre. | 
Look, Lucius, here's the book 1 ſought for ſo; 
put it in the pocket of my gown. 
Luc. 1 was ſme your Lordſhip did not give it me, 
Bru, Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgettul, 
Canſt thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, 
And touch thy inſtrument a ſtrain or two? 
Luc. Ay, my Lord, an't pleaſe you. 
Bru. It does, my boy; 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Luc. It is my duty, Sir. 
Bra, I ſhould not urge thy duty paſt thy might; 
I know, young bloods look for a time of reſt, 
Luc, | have ſlept, my Lord, already. 


Bru, It was well done, and thou ſhalt fl:ep again; 


I will not hold thee long. If I do live, 
1 will be good to thee, [Muſic and a forg. 
This is a ſleepy tune ——O murth'rous ſlumber ! 
Lay'R thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 
Thar plays thee muſic ? Gentle knave, good night, 
I will not do thee ſo much wrong to wake thee. x 
If thou doſt nod, thou break'lt thy inſtrument, 
I' rake it from rhee ; and, good boy, good night. 
But let me fee is not the leaf rarn'd down 
Where 1 left reading? here it is, I think. ; 

| [ He fits dean lo read, 


SCENE VIE. Enter the Cheſt Cæſar. 


How ill this taper burns !—— Ha! who comes here? 
] think, it is the weakneſs of mine eyes, 
That ſhapes this monſtrous apparition Ll ——— 
It comes upon me Art thou. any ching? 
Art thou tome yod, ſome angel, or ſome devil, 
That mak 't wy blood cold, and my hair to ſtare ? 
Speak to me, what thou art, 
Ghoſt. Thy evil ſpirit, Brutus. 
Bru, Why com'lt thou? 
Ghoſt. To tell thee thou ſhalt ſee me at Philippi. 
Bru. Then I ſhall fee thee again 
Ghoſt Ay, at Philippi. Exit Ghoſt. 
Bru. Why, 1 will tee thee at Philippi then, 


Sc. 1. Julius Ceſare 


Now I have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt: 

In ſpirit, 1 would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy! Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs! awake 
Claudius! 

Luc. The ſtrings, my Lord, are falſe. 


Bru He thinks he is (till at his inſtrument, 
Lucius ! awake. 


Luc, My Lord 
Bru. Didſt thou dream, Lucius, that thou ſo cried(t 
out? 

Luc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry, 

Bru, Yes, that thou didſt. Didſt thou ſee any thing? 

Luc. Nothing, my Lord. | 

Bra. Sleep again, Lucius; ſirrah, Claudius, ſellow! 
Varro! awake. 

Var. My Lord! 

Clau. My Lord! 

Bru. Why did you ſo cry out, Sirs, in your ſleep ? 

Both. Did we, my Lord? 

Bru. Ay, ſaw you any thing ? 

Var. No, my Lord, | ſaw nothing. 

Clau. Nor l, my Lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Caſſius : 
Bid him ſet on his pow'rs betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Both, It ſhall be done, my Lord. [ Exeunt. 
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The fields of Philippi, with the two camps. 
Enter Oftavius, Antony, and their army. 


Ca. OW, Antony, our hopes are anſwered. 


You ſaid, the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regions : 
It proves not ſo; their battles are at hand, 
They mean to wage us at Philippi here, 
Anſwering before we do demand of them. 
Ant, Tut. I am in their boſoms, and l know 
Wherefore they do it: they could be content 
To viſit other places, and come down 


With fearful bravery ; thinking, by this face, 
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To ſaſten in our thoughts that they have courage. 
But tis not fo, 


Enter a Meſenger. 


Meſ. Prepare you, Generals; 

The enemy comes on in gallant ſhew ; 

Their bloody fign of battle is hung out, 

And ſomething's to be done — 2 
Ant Octavius, lead your battle ſoftly on, 1 

Upon the left hand of the even field. B 


Oct. Upon the right hand 1, keep thou the left. * 
Ant. Why do you croſs me in this exigent ? * 
Oct. I do not croſs you; but I will do fo. [ Marci. . 
SCENE un. Drum. * 
Enter Brutus, Caſſius, and their army. | 

Bru. They ſtand, and would have parley. 7 

Caf. Stand faſt, Titinios, we muſt out and talk. 

Oct. Mark Antony, ſhall we give ſign of battle? *. 

Ant. No, Cæſar, we will anſwer on their charge. 

Make forth, the Generals would have ſome words. Jo 
Oct. Stir not until the ſignal. 
Bru Words before blows: is it ſo, countrymen ? 
Ge. Not that we love words better, as you do. De 
Bru, Good words are better than bad ſtrokes, Octa- + 

vius. | 

Ant. In your bad ſtrokes, Brutus, you give good 
Witneſs the hole you made in Czfar's heart, | words, 

Crying, Long live ! hail, Czlar !” 

Caſ. Antony, | 0 
The poſture of your blows are yet unknoẽn; Th 
But tor your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 2 
And leave them honey leſs. 

Ant. Not ſtingleſs too *. Z 

Bru. You threat before you ſting. C 

Ant. Villains ! you did not ſo, when your vile dag- A 
Hack'd one another in the ſides of Cæſar. [gers C 

, | Thi 
22 — ſtingleſs too. Was 

Bru. O yes, and ſoundleſs too: | Be t. 

For you have ſtoln their buzzing, Antony; As Þ 

And very wiſ ly threat before you ſting- | v. 


Ant. Villain ' Cc. 
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You ſhew'd your teeth like apes, and ſawn's like hounds, 
And bow'd like bondmen, kiſſing Cæſar's feet; 

Whilſt damned Caſca, like a cur, behind 

Struck Cæſar on the neck. O flatterers ! 

Caf. Flaterers! now, Brutus, thank yourſelf ; 
This tongue had not offended fo to-day, 

If Caſſius might have rul'd. 

O. Come, come, the cauſe. If arguing make us 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. [ſ{weat, 
Behold, I draw a ſword againſt conſpirators; 

When think you that the ſword goes up again? 
Never till Czfar's three and twenty wounds 

Be well aveng'd, or till another Cæſar 

Have added ſlaughter to the [word of traitors. 

Bru. Cæſar, thou canſt nct die by traitor's hands, 
Unleſs thou bring'ſt them with thee, 

04, Sol hope; 

I was not born to die on Brutus' ſword, 

Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleſt of thy ſtrain, 
Young man, thou couldit not die more honourable. 

Caf. A peeviſh ſchoolboy, worthleſs of ſuch honour, 
Join'd with-a maſker and a reveller. 

Art. Old Caſſius till ! 

Oct. Come, Antony, away; 


Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth. 


If you dare fight to day, come to the field; 
if not, when you have (tomachs. 
LExcunt Octavius, Antony, and army. 


nnn. 


Caſ. Why, now blow wind, ſwell billow, and ſwim 
The itorm is up, and all is on the hazard. [ bark ! 
Bru, Lucilius,—hark, a word with you. 
[Lucilius, and Meſſala fand forth. 
Luc My Lord. [Brutus ſpeaks apart to Lucilius, 
Caſe. Meflala ! 
Meſ. What fays my General? 
Caſ. Meſſala, 
This is my birth-day; as this very day 
Was Caſſius born. Give me thy hand, Meſſala: 
Be thou my witneſs, that, againſt my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to ſet 
Vor. VII. F 
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Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus ſtrong, 
And his opinion; now I change my mind; 
And partly credit things that do preſage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoſt enſign 
Two mighty cagles fell ; and there they perch'd ; 
Gorging and feeding from our ſoldiers' hands, 
Who to Philippi here conforted us: 
This morning are they fled away and gone, 
And, in their ſteads, do ravenous crows and kites 
Fly o'er our heads ; and downward look on us, 
As we were ſickly prey; their ſhadows ſeem 
A canopy molt fatal, under which 
Our army lies ready to give the ghoſt. 
Mef. Believe not ſo. 
Caf. I but believe it partly; 
For | am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolv'd 
To meet all peril very conſtantly. 
Bru, Even ſo, Lucilius. 
Caſ. Now, Moſt Noble Brutus, 
The gods to-day ſtand friendly, that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age! 
But ſince th' affairs of men reſt ill uncertain, 
Let's reaſon with the worſt that may befal. 
if we do loſe this battle, then is this 
The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeak together. 
What are you then determined to do? - 
Bru, Ev'n by the rule of that philoſophy, 
By which 1 did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himſelf ; 1 know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The time of life; „ farming myſelf with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of ſome high powers, 
That govern us below, 
Caf. Then, it we loſe this battle, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the ſtreets of Rome ? 
Bru. No, Caſſius, no; think not, thou Noble Ra- 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; [man, 


+ It is evident, that, between theſe words and the foregoing, a 
ſentence is dropped out to this effeft, On the contrary, true courage 
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* He bears too great a mind, But this ſame day 

* Muſt end that work the ides of March begun. 

And whether we ſhall meet again, I know not: 

* Therefore our everlaſting ſarewel take; 

For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caſſius ! 

If we do meet again, why, we ſhall ſmile ; 

If not, why, then this parting was well made. 
Caſ. For ever, and ſor ever, farewel, Brutus! 
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If we do meet again, we'll ſmile indeed; 


If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made. 
Bru. * Why then, lead on, O, that a man might know 
* The end of this day's buſineſs ere it come: 
But it ſufficeth, that the day will end; 
And then the end is known. Come, ho, away. [ Exe. 


SCENE IV, Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meſſala. 


Bru. Ride, ride, Meſſala; ride, and give theſe bills 
Unto the legions on the other fide. [Loud alarum. 
Let them ſet on at once; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius'“ wing; 

A ſudden puſh gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Meſſala; let them all come down. [¶Exeunc. 


Alarum, Enter Caſſius and Titinius. 


Caſ. O look, Titinius, look. the villains fly ! 
Mylelf have to mine own turned enemy; 
This enſign here of mine was turniog back, 
1 flew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit. O Caſſius, Brutus gave the word too early; 
Who, having ſome advantage on Octavius, 
Took it too eagerly ; his ſoldiers fell to ſpoil, 
Whilſt we by Antony were all inclos'd. 

Eater Tindarus, 

Pin, Fly farther of, my Lord, fly ſurther off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my Lord; 
Fly therefore, Noble Caſſius, fly far off. 

Caf. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius, 
Are thoſe my tents where 1 perceive the fire ? 

Tit. 1 hey are, my Lord. 

Caf. Tiunius, if thou lov'lt me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy ſpurs in him, 

F 2. 
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Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 
And here again; that I may reſt aſſur'd, 
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy. 
Tit. I will be here again, ev'n with a thought, [Exit. 
Caf. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill, 
My ſight was ever thick; regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou not'ſt about the field. [Ex. Pind. 
T his day I breathed firſt; time is come round ; 
And where I did begin, there thall I end; 
My life is run its compaſs, Now, what news ! 
Pind. [abave] Oh, my Lord! 
Caf. What news? 
Pind. Titinins is incloſed round about 
With horſemen, that make to him on tbe ſpur; 
Yet he ſpurs on. Now they are almoſt on him ; 
Titinius ! now ſame lighr—— oh, he lights too 
He's ta'er—and hark, they ſhout for joy. [ Shout, 
Caſ. Come down, behold no more; 
Oh, coward that I am, to live {> long. 
To ſee my beſt friend ta en before my face! 


Enter Pindarus, 


Come hither, firrah. 

in Parthia did I take thee priſoner ; 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy lite, 

That whatſoever 1 did bid thee do, 

Thou ſhould'tt attempt it. Come now, keep thine 0.th, 
Now be a freeman ; and, with this good ſword 

That ran through Czſar's bowels, ſearch this boſom, 

Stand not to anſwer ; here, take thou the hilt; 

And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now, 

Guide thou the ſword. Cæſar, thou art reveng'd, 
Ev'n with the ſword that kill'd thee 


[ Kills bimſel;: 
Piud. So I am free; yet would not fo have been, 
Durſt 1 have done my will, Oh, Caſſius! 
Far [rom this count: y Pindarus ſhall run, 


Where never Roman ſhall take note of him. [Zxir_ 


SCENE V. Enter Titinius and Meſſala. 


Me It is but change, Titinins ; for Otay:ius 
is overthrown by Noble Brutus's power, 
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As Caſlius' legions are by Antony. 
= Theſe tidin ngs will well comfort Caſſius, 
Where did you leave him? 
Ts All diſconſolate, 
Wirth Pindarus his bondman, on this hill, 
Meſ. Is not that he that lies e 
Tit. He lies not like the living. Oh my heart!. 
Mef. is not that he? 
Tit. No, this was he, Meſſala; 
But Caſſius is no more! Oh, ſerting ſun ! 
As ia thy red rays thou doſt fiak to-night, 
So in his red blood Caſflius' day is ſet ; 
The ſun of Rome is ſet! our day is gone; 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are done: 
Miſtruſt of my ſucceſs hath done this deed. 
Meſ. Miſtrult of good ſucceſs hath done this deed. 
Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child ! 
Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? Error, ſoon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy birth, 
But kill 't the mother that engenCer'd thee, 
Tit. What, Pindarus ! where art thou, Pindarus? 
Meſ. Seek him, Titinius ; whilſt 1 go to meet 
The Noble Brutus, thruſting this report 
Into his ears: 1 may ſay, thruſting it; 
For piercing ſteel, and darts envenomed, 
Shall be as welcome ta the cars of Brutus, 
As tidings of this fight. 
Tit. Hie you, Meſſala, 
And I will ſeek for Pindarus the while. [Exit Meſ. 
Why didit thou ſend me forth, brave Caſſius ! 
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 
And bid me give it thee ? didit thou not hear their ſhouts? 
Alas, thou halt miſconſtru'd every thing. 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow. 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee ; and 1 
Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace ; 
And fee how | regarded Caius Caſſius, 
By your leave, gods——This is a Roman's part. 
[Stabs himſelf. 
Come, Caſlius' ſword, and find Titinius heart. [Dies... 
— 
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Hlarum. Enter Brutus, Meſſala, cung Cato, Strato, 
Volumnius, ard Lucilius. 


Bru, Where, where, Meſſala, doth his body lie? 
Nie. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it. 
Zru, Titinius' face is upward, 
Cato, He is ilain- 
Bru. Oh Julius Cæſar, thou art mighty yet! 
Thy ſpirit walks abroad, and turns our ſwords 
In cur own proper intrails. [ Low alarums, 
Cato. Brave Titinins ! 
Look if he have not crown'd dead Caſlus !— 
Bru. Are yet two Romans living, ſuch as theſe ? 
Thou laſt of all the Romans! fare thee well; 
It. is impotlible that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow, Friends, I owe more tears. 
To this dead man, than yon all fee me pay. 
] ſhall find time, Caſſius, I fhall find time — 
Come, therefore, and to 'T hails ſend his body, 
His ſuneral tha!l not be in our camp, 
Left it diſcon ſort us. Lucilius, come; 
And come, young Cato; let us to the field. 
Labeo and Flavius, ſet our battics on. 
lis three o'clock; and, Romans, yet ere night 
Vie {hall try fortune in a ſecond fight. L Exeunt, 


SCENE Vil The feld of battle. 


Harun. Enter Brutus, Meſſala, Cato, Lucilius, 42. 
Flavius. 
Bru. Yet, countrymen, oh yet, hold up your heads. 
Cato. What baſtard doth not? who will go with me 
Iwill proclaim my name about the fisid. 
} am the ſon of Marcus Cato, ho! 
A foe to tyrants, and my country's ſriend; 
1 am the ſor of Marcus Cato, ho! 


Enter ſoldiers, and fight, 


Bra. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I; 


Brutus, my country's friend j; Lag me tor Br _ | 
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Luc. Oh young and Noble Cato, art thon down? 
Mhy, now thon dieſt as bravely as Titinius: 
And may'ſt be honour'd, being Cato's fon “. 

Sal. Yield, or thou dieſt. 

Luc. Only I yield to die, F | 

JJ. W.. SDS: VV. MD... SS: SD 
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me traighe ; 

[ Giving bin moneys 

Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death, 

Sg. We wut: not. A noble priſoner! 


Euter Antony, 


2 Sel. Room, ho! tell Antony, Brutus is ta'en. 
1 Sl. Il tell the news, here comes the Geuerat. 
Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta en, my Lord. 
Ant, M here is he ? 
Lac. Sate, Antony ; Brutus is ſaſe enough. 
1 dare aſſure tice, that no enc my 
Shall ever take alve the Noble Brutus. 
The gods dc ſend him from ſo great a ſhname! 
When you do fiad him, or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himfſelt. 
Art, This is not Brutus, friend; but I afſare you, 
A prize uo leſs in worth; kecp this man tale, 
Give him all kindneſs. I had rather have 
Snch men my friends, than enemies. Go on, 
And fee if Brutus be alive or dead; 
And bring us word unto Oftavius' tent, 
How every thing is chanc'd, LZacunt. 


CEN E VIII. Changes ts antther part of the feld. 


Enter Brutus, — Clitrs, Strato, and vo- 
lumnius. 


Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, reſt on this 
rock. 
C!;, Statilivs ſhew'd the torch-light ; but, my Lord, 
He came not back, he is or ta en, or 


i. e. worthy of him. 
+ A line ſe:ms to be loſt here to this purpoſe, as if the Soldier had 
demanded, Whether there was yet much reſiſtance on the part of the e- 
zemy? To which Lucilias anſwered, There is je much, &c, 
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Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus; ſlaying is the word; 


It is a deed in fathion, Hark thee, Clitus 
; [IWhiſpering, 
Cli. What l, my Lord? no, not for all the world. 
Bru. Peace then, no words, 
Cli. Vil rather kill myſelf. 
Bru, Hark thee, Dardanius ! 
Dar. I do ſuch a deed ? 
Cit. Oh, Dardamas ! 
Dar. Oh, Clitus! 
Cit. What ill requeſt did Brutus make to thee? 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus : look, he mevitates. 
Cli. Now is that noble veſſel fall of grief, 
T hat it runs over even at his eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; lift a word. 
Vol. What favs my Lord? 
Bru. Why, this, Volumnius. 
The gholt of Cæſar hath appear'd to me 
Two teveral times by night; at Sardis once 
And this laſt night, here in Philipp! fields, 
3 know my hour is come, 
Vel. Not fo, my Lord. 
Bru, Kay, I am fare it is, Volumnius. 
Thou ſeelt the world, Volumnius, how it goes; 
Gur enemies have beat us to the pit. { Aarum. 
It is more worthy to leap in ourſelves, 
Than tarry till they puth us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know'ſt that we two, went to ſchool together; 
Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee, 
Hold thou my ſword's hilt, while I run on it. 
Vel. "that's not an oflice for a friend, my Lord. 
Ci. Fly, fly, my Lord; there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewel io you, and you, and you, Volumnius. 
Strato, thou halt been all this while aſleep ; 
Farewel to thee too, Strato. Country men, 
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 
I found no man, but he was true to me, 
I ſhall have glory by this loſing day, 
More than Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
By this vile conqueſt ſhall attain unto, 
So, fare you well at once; for Brutus' tongue 
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Hath almoſt ended his life's hiſt ry. 
Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would reſt, 
That have but labour d to attain this hour. 
[ Zlarum, Cry within, Fly, fly, fly. 
Cli. Fly, my Lord, fly. 
Bru. Hence; 1 will follow thee. 
I pr*ythee, Strato, (tay thou by thy Lord. 
hou art a fellow of a good re{peQ; 
Tay liie hath had ſome ſmatch of honour in't. 
Hold then my ſword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
Stra. N your band tirf{t,--fare you well, my 
Lord, 
Bru. Farewel, good Strato; —Cæſar, now be (ill, 
1 kill'd not thee with half fo good a will, 


[He runs on his fword and dies. 


STS. 0H IX. 


Aloruam. Retreat. Enter Antony, Octavius, Meſſala, 
Lucilius, and the army. 


04a. What man is that ? 
Meſ. My maſter's man, Strato, where is thy maſter ? 
Stra. Free from the bondage you ure in, Rleſſala; 
The conqu'rors can make but a lire of him. 
For Prutus only overcame kimſclf ; 
And no man elie hath honour by his death. 

Lac. So Brutus mould be found. I thank thee, Bru- 
That thou haſt prov'd Lucilius' ſaying true. [1vs, 
Octa. All that ferv'd Brutus, I will entertain chem. 

Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me? 
Stra. Ay, if leſſala will prefer me to you. 
Oda. Do fo, good Meſſala. ; 

Ne. How died my Lord, Strato? 
Stra. I heid the tword, and he did run on it, 
Zileſ. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 

That did the lateſt ſer vice to my matter, 

Art. This was the nobleit Roman of them all. 

All the conſpirators, tave only he, 

Did that they did in envy of great Cæſar. 

He only, in a general honelt thought, 

And common go6e3 to all, made one ot ther, 
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His liſe was gentle, and the elements 
So mix'd in him, that nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the world, This was a man!“ 
O2a. According to his virtue, let us uſe him, 
With all reſpect, and rites of burial, 
Within my tent his bones to-night ſhall lie, 
Moſt like a ſoldier, order'd honoucably. 
So call the field to reſt ; and let's away, 
To part the glories of this happy day. [ Exeant omnes. 


ANTONY. 


\; 


ANTON Y and CLEO PAT RA. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


oder hy ont ae, Þ friends to Pompey, 
X F 

En ĩ ius Lepidus. I Silins, an Officer in Ventidius's ar- 

Sex. Pompeius. my. 

Domitius Enob ai bus, Taurus, Liewt.-Gen. to Ceſar, 

Ventidius, Alexas, 

Canidius, | friends Mardian, ſervants to Cleopa» 

Eros, _ and fol- Diomcdes, tra. 

Scarus, lowers of | Seleucus, 

Dercetas, Antony. || A Sotbjayer. 

Demetrius, Clo ua. 

Phit'o, Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. 

Mecznas, Octavia, ſifler to Cafir, and wiſe 

Agrippa, *. Antony. . 

Dolabeila, % armian, attending on 

Proculcius, _ to Caſer. * Iras, Cleꝛputra. 

Thyreus, Ambaſſudors from Antony to Ce- 

Gallus, J far, Captains, Soldiers, Meſ- 

7 | | ſengers, and ther altendaiits. 


The palace at Alexandria in /Ezypt, 
Enter Demetrius and Philo, 


Phil, «« A Y, but this dotage of our General 

6 N O'erflows the mealure; thoſe his good» 
T ly eyes, | 

© That o'er the files and muſters of the war 

© Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn 
„% The office and devotion of their view 

« Upon a tawny front. His captain's heart, 

M ich in the ſcuſſſes of great fights hath burſt 
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« The buckles on his breaſt, reneges all temper ; 
« And is becoine the bellows and the tan 
« To cool a gypſy's luſt. Look where they come 


Flauriſb. Enter Antony and Cleopatra, her Ladies in 
the train, Eunuchs fanning ber. 


Take but good note, and you ſhall fee in him 
© The triple pillar of the world transform'd 
« Into a ſtrumpet's ſtool, Behold, and ſee. 
C'co. If it be love indeed, tell me how much? 
Ant. T here's beggary in the love that can be reckon'd, 
Ces. Il ſet a bourn how far to be belov'd, 
Ant. Then mult thou needs find out new heav'n, new 
carth, 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


Ne. News, my good Lord, from Rome. 
Ant. It grates me. Tell the ſum, 
Cleo. Nay, hear it, Antony. 
Fulvia perchance is angry; or who knows 
If the ſcarce-bearded Czfar have nat fent 
His poweriul mandate to you, Do this, or this; 
Take in that kingdom, and infranchiſe that; 
Perform't, or elſe we damn thee, 
Ant. How, my love? 
Cleo, Perchance, (nay, and moſt like), 
You mult not ſtay here longer, your diſmiſſion 
is come from Czſar; theretore hear it, Antony. 
Where's Fulvia's proceis? Czlars ? I'd fay both? 
Call in the meſſengers; as I'm Xgypt's Queen, 
*L hou bluſheſt, Antony, and that blood ot thine 
Is Cæſar's homager ; elſe, fo thy cheeks pay thame, 
When ſhcill-tongu'd Fulvia ſcolds. The meſſengers— | 


I 
* 
1 
V 
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Ant. Let Rome in Ty ber melt, and the wide arch alc 
« Of the rais'd empire fall ! here is my ſpace; th: 
Kingdoms are clay ; our dungy earth alike hu 
Feeds beaſt as man; the nobleneſs ot hie gar 
Is to do thus; when ſuch a mutual pair, [ Ex:brating, 4 


And ſuch a twain can do't ; in which, I bind 
(On pain of puniſhment) the word to weet 
Ve itand up peerlels. 

Cleo. Excellent falſehood ! 
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Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? 
I'll feem the fool 1 am not. Antony 


Ant, Bat ſtirr'd by Cleopatra, 
Now for the love bf love, and his ſoft hours, 
Let's not confound the time with conference harſh : 
There's not a minute of our lives ſhould ſtretch 
Without ſome pleaſure new. What ſport to-night ? 
Cleo. Hear the ambaſſadors, 
Ant. ** Fie, wrangling Queen ! 
© Whom every thing becomes; to chide, to laugh, 
« To weep: whoſe every paſſion fully ſtrives 
„To make itſelf in thee fair and admir'd. 
No meſſenger, but thine ;——and all alone, 
To night we'll wander through the (ireets, and note 
The qualities of people, Come, my Queen, 
Laſt night you did deſire it. Speak not to us. 
[Exeunt, with their train, 
Dem. Is Cæſar with Antonius priz d fo ſlight ? - 
Phil. Sir, r he is not Antony, 
He comes too | t property 
Which ſtill ſhould go with | ay 
Dem, Va ſorry * 
That he approves the common lyar, Fame, 
Who ſpeaks him thus at Rome; but I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Reſt you happy! 
[ Exeuzt, 


SCENE 1 


Znter Znobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alezas, and 4 


Char. Alexas, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing Alexa, 
almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the foothfayer 
that you prais'd fo to th Queen ? Oh that I knew this 
huſband, which you ſay muſt charge his horns with 
garlands, | 

Alex. Soothſayer, - 

Sooth, Your will? 

Char. Is this the man? 1s't you, Sir, that know 
things ? 

Scoth, In Nature's infinite bock of ſecrecy 
A little I can read, — ü 
Vor. VII. G 
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Alex. Shew him your hand. 

Ano. Bring in the banquet quickly: wine enough, 
Cleopatra's health to drink. 

Char. Good Sir, give me good fortune, 

Sooth, I make not, but foreſee. 

Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 

Sesth. You ſhall be yet far fairer than you are, 

Char, He means in fleſh. 

Tras. No, you ſhall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid ! 

Alex. Vex not his preſcience, be attentive. 

Char. Huſh ! | 

Seth. You ſhall be more beloving than beloved. 

Char. | had rather heat my liver with drinking, 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, ſome excellent fortune! let me be 
married to three Kings in a forenoon, and widow thein 
all; let me have a child at fiſty, to whom Herod of 
Jewry may do homage ! find me, to marry rae with, 
Octavius Cæſar, and companion me with my miſtreſs, 

Sooth. You ſhall outlive the lady whom you ſerve. 

Char. Oh, excellent! I love long life better than figs. 

Sorth. You have ſeen and proved a fairer former 
fortune, than that which is to approach. 

Char, Then, belike, my children ſhall have no 

names . 
Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches muſt I have? 

Seth. If every of your wiſhes had a womb, 

And fertile every wiſh, a million. 

Char. Out, fool! 1 forgive thee for a witch. 

Alex. You think none but your ſheets are privy to 
your wiſhes, 

Char. Nay, come, tell lras bers 

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes, 

Ene. Mine, and moſt of our fortunes to-night, ſhall 
be to go druak to bed.. 

Pn There's a palm preſages chaſtity, if nothing 


Char Fv'n as the o'erflowing Nilus preſageth famine. 
Jras. Co, you wild bed-fellow, you cannot ſoothſay. 
Clar. Nay, it an oily palm be not a fruitful progno- 


® ;, c. be of no note, 


thſay. 
ogno- 
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ſtication, I cannot ſcratch mine ear. Pr'ythee, tell 
her but a workyday fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Irat. But how, but how ? — give me particulars, 

Soeoth. I have ſaid, 

rat. Am I not an inch of fortune better than ſhe ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune 
better than I, where would you chuſe it? 

Tras, Not in my huſband's noſe, 

Char. Our worſer thoughts heav'ns mend! Alexas,— 
Come, hi fortune; i. fortune. ——0O, let him marry a 
woman that cannot go, ſweet Iſis, I beſeech thee ; aud 
let her die too, and give him a worſe ; and let a worſe 
tollow worlt, till the worlt of all follow him laughing 
to his grave, fiftyfold a cuckold ! Good Ifis, hear me 
this prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more 
weight; gool Ifiz, 1 beſcech thee ! 

Iras, Amen, dear goddeſs, hear that prayer of the 
people ] for, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
man looſe-wiv'd, ſo it is a deadly ſorrow to behold a 
foul knave uncuckolded ; therefore, dear Iſis, keep de- 
corum, and fortune him accordingly, 

Char. Amen! 

Alex. Lo, now! if it lay in their hands to make me 


a cuckald, they would make themſelves whores but 
they'd do't. 


us. Huſh! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he, the Queen. 

Cleo. Saw you my Lord ? 

Ano, No, Lady. 

Cles Was he not here? 

Char. No, Madam. 

Cleo He was ditpoſed to mirth, but on the ſudden 
A Roman thought hath ſtruck him, Anobarbus 

Aue. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where's 

Alexas ? 
Alex. Here at your ſervice, My Lord approaches. 
G. 2 


78 Antony and Cleopatre. AS 1. 
Enter Antony with a meſſenger and Attendants. 


Cleo, We will not look upon him; go with us. 
[ Exeunt. 
Mes. Fulvia thy wife firſt came into the field. 
Ant. Againſt my brother Lucius? 
Mes. Ay, but ſoon that war had end, and the 
Time's ſtate 
Made friends of them, jointing their force gainſt Czſar : 
W hoſe better iſſue in the war, from Italy,. 
Upon the firſt encounter, drave them. 
Ant. Well, what worſt ? 
Meß. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
Int. When it concerns the fcol or coward; on 
Things that are paſt are done with me. Tis thus; 
V ho tells me true, though in the tale lie death, 
I hear as if he flatter d. 
Maß. Labienus (this is ſtiff news) 
Hath, with his Parthian force, extended Aſia; 
From Ruphrates his conquering banner ſhook, 
From Syria to Lydia and Ionia 3 
Whilit 
Art. Antony, thou wouldſt fay=om—_— 
M.. Oh, my Lord! 
Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the gen' ral 


Name Cleopatra as ſhe's call'd in Rome, [tongue ; 


Rail thon in Fulvia's phraſe, and taunt my faults 

With ſuch full licence, as both truth and malice 

Have power to utter, Oh, then we bring forth weeds, 

When our quick minds lie ſtill; and our ill told us, 

Is as our earing. Fare thee well a while. 
Nes. At your noble pleaſure. 
Ant. Frem sicyon, how the news? ſpeak there. 
Mei. The man from Sicyon, is . — ſuch an one? 

l Exit firſt meſſenger. 

Attend. He ſtays upon your will. * 
Ant. Let him appear. 

Thefe ſtrong Zgyptian fetters I muſt break, 

Or loſe mylelt in dotage. Whar are you ? 


Enter another Meſenger with a letter. 
2 Meß. Frlvia thy wite is dead. 


1 
ad 
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Ant. Where died ſhe ? 

2 Me. In Sicyon. 

Her length of ſickneſs, with what elſe more ſerious 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. 

Ant. Forbear me. _— [Exit ſecond meſſenger. 
There's a great ſpirit gone ! thus did 1 deſire it. 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 

We wiſh it ours again; the preſent pleaſure, 

By revolution low'ring, does become 

The oppolite of itſelf ; ſhe's good, being gone; 
The hand could pluck her back, that ſhov'd her on. 
I mult from this inchanting Queen break off. 

Ten thouſand harms, more than the ills 1 know, 

My idleneſs doth hatch. How now, Anobarbus ? 


Enter Enobarbus. 


Tuo. What's your plcaſure, Sir? 

Ant. 1 mult with haſte from hence. 

Ano, Why, then we kill all our women. We ſee 
how mortal an unkindneſs is to them; if they ſuffer 
our departure, death's the word. | 

Ant. 1 mult be gone. 

no. Under a compelling occaſion, let women die. 
It were pity io caſt them away for nothing; though be- 
tween them and a great cauie they thould be elteem'd | 
nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the leaſt noiſe of 
this, dies inſtantly ; 1 have ſeen her die twenty times 
upon far poorer moment: I do think there is mettle in 
death, which commits ſome loving act upon her, the. 
hath ſuch a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning palt man's thought, 

no. Alack, Sir, no; her paſſions are made of no- 
thing but the fineſt part of pure love. We cannot call 
her winds and waters, ſighs and tears: they are greatec 
ſtorms and tempeſts than almanacks can report. This 
cannot be cunning in her; if it be, ſhe makes a ſhow'r . 
of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. Would 1 had never ſeen her! | 

Eno. Oh, Sir, you had then left unſeen a wonder» - 


ful piece of work, which not to have been bleſs d 


withal, would have diſeredited your travel. 
Aut, Falvia is dead, 
6-3. 
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Mus. Sir! 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Ano. Fulvia ? 

Ant. Bead. 

Das. Why, Sir, give the gods a thankful ſacrifice. 
When it pleaſeth their deities to take the wife of a man 
fi ou him, it ſhews to man the tailor of the earth; com- 
forting him therein, that when old robes are worn out, 
there are members to make new, If there were no 
more women but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, 
and the cafe were to be lamented : this grief is crowned 
with conſolation z your old {mock brings forth a new 
petticoat, and indeed the tears live in an onion that 
thould water this ſorrow, 

Ant. The buſineſs ſhe hath broached in the ſtate, 
Cannot endure my-abſence. 

uo. And the buſineſs you have broach'd here, can- 
not be without you ; eſpecially that of Cleopatra's, 
which wholly depends on your abode, | 

Ant. No more light anſwers: let our officers 
Have notice what we purpoſe, I ſhall break 
The cauſe of our expedience ® to the Queen, 
And get her leave to part, For not alone 
T he death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 
Do ſtrongly ſpeak tus ; but the letters too 
Ot many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home. Sexrus Pompeius 
Hath giv'n the dare to Cæſar, and commands 
The empire of the ſea. Our ſlipp'ry people 
{ Whoſe love is never link'd to the deſerver, 

ill his deſerts are paſt) begin to throw 

Pompey the Great and all his dignities 

Upon his ſon; who high in name and pow'r,. 
Higher than both in blood and life, ſtands up 

Yor the main ſoldier ; whoſe quality going on, 

The ſides o' th* world may danger. Much is breeding; 
Which, like the courſer's hair f, hath yet but life, 
And not a ſerpent's poĩſon. Say, our pleaſure, 

To ſuch whoſe place is under us, requires 

®* expedience, for. expe tion. 

+ This allades to an old idle notion, that the hair of a horſe 
droppꝰ'a into corrupted water, will turn to an animal, 


a horſe 
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Our quick remove from hence. 
us. I' do't. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras. 

Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not fee him ſince. 

Cleo. See where he is, who's with kim, what he does. 
I did not ſend ou If you find him ſad, 
Say I am dancing; if in mirth, report 
7] hat I am ſudden fick. Quick, and return. | 

Char, Madam, methinks if yuu did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method to inforce 

Cleo. What ſhould I do, I do not? a 

Char In each thing give him way, croſs him in no- 

thing. 

Cleo. Thou teacheſt like a fool: the way to loſe him. 

Char. Tempt him not ſo too far. I wilh, forbear; 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 


Enter Antony. 


But here comes Antony. 
Cleo. I'm ſick and ſullen. 
Ant. I am ſorry to give breathing to my purpoſe. 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I thall fall; 
It cannot be thus long, the ſides of nature 


Seeming to faint, 
Will not ſuſtain it. Ne 

Ant. Now, my deareſt Queen. | 

Cleo. Pray you, ftand farther from me. 

Ant, What's the matter ? 

Cleo. I know by that ſame eye, there's ſome good 
What ſays the marry'd woman? you may go; [news. 
Would ſhe had never given you leave to come 
Let her not ſay, tis I that keep you here, 

I have no pow'r upon you: her's you are. 

Ant. The gods beſt know. 

Cleo. O, never was there Queen 
So mightily betray'd ; yet at the firſt 


I ſaw the treaſons planted. 
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Ant. Cleopatra, 
Cles. Why ſhould 1 think you can be mine, and true, 
Though you with ſwearing ſhake the throned gods, 
Who have been falſe to Fulvia ? riotous madneſs 
To be intangled with theſe mouth-made vows, 
Which break themſelves in ſwearing ! 
Ant. Molt ſweet Queen, 


Cles. Nay, pray you, ſeek no colour for your going, 


But bid farewel, and go: when you ſued ſtaying, 
Then was the time for words ; no going then; 
Eternity was in our lips and eyes, | 
Bliſs in our brows” bent, none our parts ſo poor, 
But was a race of heav'in *. They are fo ſtill, 
Or thou, the greateſt ſoldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greateſt lyar. | 
Ant. How now, Lady ? | 
Cleo. I would 1 had thy inches, thou ſhouldſt know - 
There. were a heart in Egypt. 
Ant. Hear me, Queen. 
The ſtrong neceſſity of time commands 
Our ſervices a while; but my full heart 
Remains in uſe with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil ſwords; Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome. 
Equality of two domeſtic pow'rs 
Breeds ſcrupulous faction; the hated, grown to ſtrength, 
Are newly grown to love: the coademn'd Pompey, 
Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace 
lats the hearts of ſuch as have not thriv'n 
Upon the preſent (tate, whoſe numbers threaten ; 
And quietneſs, grown ſick of reſt, would purge 
By any deſperate change. My more particular, 
And that which molt with you ſhould ſalve my going, 
Is Fulvia's death. 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me free- 
It does from childiſhneſs. Can Fulvia die [ dom, 
Ant. She's dead, my Queen, 
Look here, and at thy ſovereign leiſure read 
The garboils ſhe awak'd ; at the laſt, belt... 
See when and where ſhe died. 
Cleo, O molt falie love! 


i. c. had a ſmack or flavour of he v. 


rng 


> 2 


th, 


Se. 4. Antony and Cleapatra. 83 


Where be the ſacred phials thou ſhould'ſt fill 
With forrowful water ? Now I fee, I fee, 
In Fulvia's death, how mine ſhall be receiv'd. 
Ant. Quarrel no mote, but be prepar d to know | 
The purpoſes I bear; which are, or ceaſe, 
As you ſhall give th' advices. By the fire 
That quickens Nilus' ſlime, I go trom hence 
Thy ſoldier, ſervant, making peace or war, 
As thou affect'ſt. 
Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come ; 
Butlet it be, I'm quickly ill and well : 
So Antony loves. : | 
Ant. My precious Queen, forbear, 
And give true evidence to his love, which ſtands 
An honourable trial. 
Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 
I pr*'ythee, turn aſide, and weep for her; 
Then bid adieu to me, and ſay, the tears 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one ſcene 
Of excellent difſembling, and let it look 
Like perfect honour, 
Ant, You'll heat my blood; no more, 
Cleo. You can do better yet; but this is meetly. 
Ant. Now, by my ſword | 
Cleo, And target Still he mends : 
But this is not the bet. Look, pr'ythee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chate. 
Ant, I'll leave you, Lady. 
| Cleg, Courteous Lord, one word, 
Sir, you and I muſt part, (but that's not it) ; 
Sir, you and | have lov'd, (but there's not it, 
That you know'well) ; ſomething it is I would: 
Oh, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
Aud 1 am all forgotten “. 
Ant. But that your royalty 
Holds idleneſs your ſubject, I ſhould take you 
For idleneſs itlelf. 
Cleo. His ſweating labour 
To bear ſuch idlenels fo near the heart, 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me; 


© The meaning is, / forgetfulveſs makes me forget V. 
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Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your hogour cal!s you hence; 
Theretore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 
And all the gods go with you! On your ſword 
Sit laurell'd victory, aud ſmooth ſucceſs 
Be ſtrew d before your feet ! 

Aut. Let us go: come, 
Our ſeparation ſo abides and flies, 
That thou refiding here, goeſt yet with me, 
And 1 hence fleeting, here remain with thee, 
Away. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Change: to Ceſar's palace in Rome. 


Enter Octavius Cæſar reading a letier, Lepidus, and 
Attendants. 


Cc You may ſee, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Cæſarꝰ's natural vice to hate 
One preat competitor, From Alexandria 
This is the news; he filhes, drinks, and waſtes 
The lamps of night in revel; is not more manly 
Than Cleopatra ; nor the Queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he; hardly gave audience, 
Or did vouchſaſe to think that he had partners. 
You ſhall there find a man, who is the abſtract 
Of all taults all men follow. ; 

Lep. I mutt not thiak 
They're evils enough to darken all his goodneſs; 
Wis tau'ts in him leem as the {pots of heuv'n, 
More fiery by night's blackneſs; hereditary, 
Rather than purchas'd ; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chuſes 

C. You're too indulgent, Let ns grant it is not 
Amiis tumble on the bed of Ptoſcmy, 
To give a lingdom for a mirth, to fit 
And keep the turn of tipling with a ſlave, 
To reel the ſtreets at noon, and ſtand the buFet 
With knaves that fell of ſweat ; fey, this becomes him, 
(As his compoſure muſt be rare indeed, 
Whom thete things cannot blemiſh), yet muſt Antony 
No way excuſe his foils, when we do bear 


So great weight in his lightneſs, If he fiill'd. 
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His vacancy with his voluptnouſneſs ; 

Full ſurſeits, and the drineſs of his bones, 

Call on him for't. But to confound ſuch time, 
That drums him from his ſport, and ſpeaks as loud 
As his own ſtate and ours; tis to be chid, 

As werate boys, who, immature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their preſent pleaſure, 
And ſo rebel to judgment. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Here's more news. 
Maß. Thy biddings have been done; and every hour, 
Moſt Noble Cæſar, ſhalt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Pompey is ſtrong at ſea, 
And it appears he is belov'd of thoſe 
That only have fear d Cæſar: to the ports 
The diſcontents repair, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 
C 1 ſhould — no leſs: 
It hath been taught us from the primal ſtate, 
That he which is, was wiſh'd until he were ; 
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd till ne er worth love, 
Comes dear d by being lack d. This common body, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the ſtream, 
Goes to and back, lacqueying the varying tide, 
To rot itſelf with motion, 
Meſſ. Cæſar, I bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famons pirates, 
Make the ſea ſerve them; which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind. Many hot inroads 
They make in Italy, the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on't, and fluth youth revolt. 
No veſſel can forth, but 'tis as ſoon 
Taken as ſeen: for Pompey's name itrikes more, 
Than could his war reſiſted. 
Cæſ. Antony, 
Leave thy laſcivious waſſails. 


W hen thou once 


Wert beaten from Mutina, where thou flew' 
Hirtius and Panſa Conſuls, at thy heel 

Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'ſt againſt 
(Though daintily brought up) with patience more 
Than java es could ſuffer. Thou didſt drink 


Act 1. 
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The ſtale of horſes, and the gilded puddle 
Which beaſts would congh at. Thy palate then did 
The rougheſt berry on the rudeſt ny [deign 
Yea, like the ſtag, when ſnow the paſture ſheets, 
The barks of trees thou browſedſt. On the Alps, 
It is reported, thou didſt eat (trange fleſh, 
M hich ſome did die to look on; and all this 
(It wounds thine honour that I ſpeak it now) 
Was bore ſo like a ſoldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not. 
Lep. Tis pity of him. 
Caf. Let his ſhames quickly 
Drive him to Rome ; time is it, that we twain 
Did ſhew ourſelves i th field ; and to that end 
Aſſemble we immediate council; Pompey 
Thrives in our idleneis. 
Lep. To morrow, Cæſar, 
I ſhall be furniſh d to inform you rightly 
Both what by ſea and land I can be able, 
To front this preſent time. 
Cef, Till which encounter, 
It is my buſineſs too, Farewel. 
Lep, Farewel my Lord. 
What you ſhall know mean time of ſtirs abroad, 
I ſhall beſeech you, let me be partaker. 
C Doubt it not, Sir; I knew it for my bond. 
Farewel. | __ [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. Changes to the palace in Alexandria. 
Enter Cleopatra, Chermian, Iras, and Mardian. 


Cleo, Charmian 
Char. Madam ? WP. 
Cles. Ha, ive me to drink Mandragoras, 
_ Char Why, Madam? by 
Cleo. I hat I might fleep out this great gap of time, 
My Antony is away. 
Char. You think of him too much. 
Cleo. O, tis treaſon 
Char. Madam, I truſt not ſo. 
Cleo. Thou, eunuch, Mardian, 


Mar. What's your Highneſs pleaſure ? 
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Cles. Not now to hear thee ſing. I take no pleaſure 
In aught an eunuch has; tis well tor thee, 
That, being unſeminar'd, thy [reer thoughts ; 
May not fly forth of Zgypt. Halt thou affections? 
Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 
Cleo. Indeed? 
Mar. Not in deed, Madam; for 1 can do nothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done: 
vet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars, 
Cleo. Oh Charmian 
Where think' thou he is now? ſtands he, or ſits he? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horſe? 
Oh happy horſe, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, horſe; for wot'ſt thou whom thou mov'lt : 
The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm 
Aud burgonet of man. * He's ſpeaking now, 


Or murmuring, Where's my ſerpent of old Nile? 


« (For ſo he calls me). Now l tecd myſelf 
« With moſt delicious poiſon, Think on me, 
% That am with Phœbus“ amorous pinches black, 
« And wrinkled deep in time. Broad:fronted Cæſar, 
« When thou waſt here above the ground, I was 
A morſel for a monarch ; and great Pompey 
Would ſtand and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his aipect, ard dis 
With looking on his life. 
Enter Alexas, 


Alex, Sovereign of Xgypt, hail! 

Cleo. How much art thou unlike Mark Antony? 
Yet coming from him, that great med'cine hath 
With his tinct gilded*thee, 

How poes it with my brave Mark Antory ? 
Alex. Laſt thing he did, dear Queen, 
He kits'd, the laſt of many doubled kiſſes, 
This orient pearl His ſpeech ſticks in my heart. 

Cleo. Mine ear muit pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 

Say, the firm Roman to great Xgypt ſens 
This treature of an oylter ; at whote foot, 


To wend the pretty preſent, I will 
Vor. VII. * 11 — 
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Her opulent throne with kingdoms. All the eaſt, 
Say thou, ſhall call her miſtreſs. So he nodded ; 
And ſoberly did mount an arm-gauat ſteed “, 
Who neigh'd ſo high, that what I would have ſpoke 
Was beaſtly done by him. 

Cleo, What, was he ſad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o'th' year, between th' ex- 

tremes 

Of hot and cold, he was nor ſad, nor merry. 

Cleo, Oh, well divided diſpoſition ? 
Note him, good Charmian; tis the man: but note him; 
He was not fad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 
That make their looks by his; he was not merry, 
Which ſeem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 1 
Jn Xgypt with his joy ; but between both. 1 
O heav'nly mingle ! be'ſt thou ſad or merry, 1 
The violence of either thee becomes, 
So does it no man elſe. Met'ſt thou my poſts ? 


1 
Alex. Ay, Madam, twenty ſeveral meſ{zcgers. * 
Why do you ſend fo thick ? 8 
Cleo. Who's born that day. 11 
When I forget to ſend to Antony, N 
Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charmian. 7 
Welcome, my good Alexas. Did I, Charmian, O 
Ever love Cæſar ſo ? N 
Char Oh, that brave Czfar ! 
Cleo. Be chok'd with ſuch another emphaſis! A 


Say, the — Antony. 
Char, The valiant Cæſar 
Cleo. By iſis, I will give thee bloody *. 

If thou with Cæſar paragon again 

My man of men. 

Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 
I ſing but after you. 
Cleo. My ſallad days; 

When l was green in judgment Cold in blood 

To ſay, as 1 faid then But come away, 

Get me ink and paper ; 

He ſhall have every day ſeveral greetings, or I'll un- 


people Ægypt. LExeunt. 
* ; e, his iced worn lean and thin by much ſervice in war, 


l un- 
Exeunt. 


war. 
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F $SCENE 01. 
Sicily. 
Enter Pompey, Menecrate*, and Menas, 


Pam. FF the great gods be juſt, they thall aſſiſt 
The deeds of juſteſt men, 
Neue. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny. 
Pom, While we are ſuitors to their throne, delay 's 
The thing we ſue for, 
Men, We, ignorant of ourſelyes, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wiſe powers 
Deny us for our good; ſo find we profit 
By loſing of our prayers, 
Pam. I ſhall do well: 
The people love me, and the ſea is mine: 
My pow'r's a creſcent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to th' full, Mark Antony 
In Agypt ſits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors. Czlar gets money, where 
He loſes hearts, Lepidus flattzrs both, 
Of both is flatter d; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 
Menue. Cæſar and Lepidus are in the ficld, 
A mighty ſtrength they carry. 
Pim. Where have you this? 'tis falſe. 
Mene, From Silvius, Sir. 
Pom. He dreams; 1 know they are in Rome together. 
Looking for Antony: but all the charms cf love, 
Salt Cleopatra, ſoſten thy wan lip! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty; let with both ! 
Tie up the libertice in a field of ſeaſts, 
Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks, 
Sharpen with cloylels ſauce his appetite ; 
That fleep and feeding may prorogue his honcur, 
Ev'n till a lethe'd dulceis 


Enter Varrius. 


How now, Varrius ? 
Far. This is moſt certain that I ſhall deliver, 
H 2 


| 
| 
| 
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Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Nxpected. Since he went from Egypt, 'tis 
A ſp:ce for farther travel. 

Pom. I could have given leſs matter 
A better ear. Menas, I did not think, 


This am'tous ſurfeiter would have donn'd his helm 


For ſuch a petty war; his foldierſhip 
js twice the other twain ; but let us rear 
The h gher our opinion, that our ſlurring 
Can from the lap of Xgypt's widow pluck 
1 he neeer-lult-wearied Antony. 
eu. 1 cannot hepe 
Coir and Antony ſhall well greet together. 
His wiſe, who's dead, did treſpaſſes to Ceſar ; 
His brother warr'd upon him, although 1 thiuk 
Not mov'd by Antony. 
Venn. I know not, Menas, 
Joe leſſer enmities may give way to greater, 
\Were't not that we ſtand up againſt them all, 
*Twere pregnant they thould ſquare between them - 
Fur they have entertained cauſe _— [ſelves : 
ra draw their ſwords ; but how the fear of us 
May cement their diviſions, and bind up 
The petcy difference, we yet not know, 
Be't u our gods will have't ! it only ſtands 
Our lives upon, to uſe our ſtrongeſt hands. 


Come, Menas. [Exeunt, 


SCENE HI. Changes 1 Rome. 


Enter Rrobar bus and Lepidus, 


Leb. Good Anobar bus, tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, t'intreat your Captain 
To Hott and gentle ſpeech. 

Zus. I ſhall intreat him 
o anſwer, like himſelf; if Cæſar move him, 
Let Antony look over Cæſar's head, 

And tpeak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were | the wearer of 4antomio's beard, 
1 would nor ſhave't to-day, 

Ley. 'Tis not a time for private ſtomaching. 

us. Every time 


r 


them · 
elves: 


rxeunt, 
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Serves for the matter that is then born in't. 
Lep. But ſmall to greater matters mult give way. 
Ano, Not, if the ſmall come firſt. 
Lep. Your ſpeech is paſhon ; 
But, pray you, ſtir no embers up, Here comes 
The Noble Antony. 


Enter Antony and Ventidius. 


Enter Czfar, Mecznas, and Agrippa. 


Ant. If we compoſe well here, to Parthia —— 
Hark, Vertidius. 

Cæſ. I do not know; Mecznas, aſk Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble friends, | 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 

A leaner action rend us. What's amiſs, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for | earneſtly beſeech), 
Touch you the ſoureſt points with ſweeteſt terms, 
Nor eurſtneſs grow to th* matter. 
Ant. is ſpoken well; 
Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I ſhould do thus. [ Flouri/h, 
Cæſ. Welcome to Rome. 
Ant. Thank you, 
Czfc Sit. 
Ant. Sit, Sir. 
Czſ. Nay, then 
Ant. I learn you take things ill, which are not fo; 
Or being, concern yu not. 
Cæſ. 1 mult be Jaugh'd at, 
If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should ſay myſelt offended, and with you 
Chiefly i th world; more laugh's at, that I ſhould. 
Once name you derogately, when to ſound 
Your name it not concern'd me. 
Ant. My being in Ægypt. Cæſar, what wa- t to you? 
Cz/. No more than my reſiding here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt; yet, if you there- 


= 2 
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Did pradiſe on my Mate, your being in Egypt 
Might be my queſtion, 

Art, How intend yon, practis d? 

C. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befal. Your wife and brother 
Made wars upon me : and their conteſtation 
Was them'd for you, you were the word of war. 

Ant. You do miſtake the buſineſs : my brother ne- 
Did urge me in his act. I did inquire it, ſ'ver 
And have my learning from ſome true reporters, 

1 hat Crew their ſwords with you. Did he not rather 
Diſcrelit my authority with your's, 
And make the wars alike againſt my ſtomach, 
Having alike your cauſe ? Of this my letters 
Before did ſatisfy you, If you'll patch a quarrel, 
(As matter whole you've not to make it with), 
It muſt not be with this. 
Ceſ. You praiſe yourſelf, 

By laying defects of ju igment to me: but 
You patch up your excuſes. 

Aut. Not ic, not ſo; 
I kr.ow you could not lack, I'm certain on't, 

Very neceſſity of this thought, that Il, 

Ycur partner in the cauſe gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with grateful eyes attend thoſe wars, 
W hich fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 
} would you had her ſpirit in ſuch another; 
The third o' the world is your's, which with a ſnuflle 
You may pace eaſy ; but not ſuch a wile, l 

Las Would we had all ſuch wives, that the men 
might go to wars with the women! 

Art. 30 much uncurbable her garboils, Cæſar, 
Made out of her impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdaeſs of policy too, I grieving grant, 

Did you too much diſquiet: tor that you mult 
But ſy, 1 could not help it, 

C. 1 wrote to you; 

When rioting in Alexandria, yeu | 
Did pocket up my letters; and with taunts 
Did gite my miſſive out of audience, 

Ant. Sir, he ell on me ere admitted: then 

Lhrce kings 1 had newly feakted, and did want. 


ther 
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of what I was i' th* morning; but, next day, 
I told him of myſelf; which was as much 
As to have atk'd him pardon. Let this fellow 
Be nothing ot our (trite : it we contend, 
Out of our queſlion wipe him. . 

Cieſ. You have broken 
The article of your oath, which you ſhall never 
Have tongue to charge me with, 

Lep. Soft, C #far. ——— 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him ſpeak ; | 
The honour's ſacred “ which he talks on now, 
Suppoling that I lack'd it. But on, Cæiar, 
The article of my oath, — 

Cef. To lend me arms and aid, when I requir'd them, 
The which you both deny'd. 

Ant Neglected rather; 
And then when poiſon'd hours had bound me up 
From wine own knowledge, As nearly as 1 may, 
I'll play the penitent to you, But mine honeſty 
Shall not make poor my greatneſs, nor my power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here; 
For which myſelf, the ignorant motive, do 
So far aſk pardon, as belits cuive honour * 
10 ſtoop in tuch a cate, 

Lep. Tis uobly ſpoken, | 

Mec. If it might pleaſe you, to inforce no further 
The griets between ye : to forget then, quire, 
Were to remember, that the preſent need 
Epeaks to atone you, 

Lep. Worthily ipoken, Mecznas, 

Aue Or it you borrow cue another's love for the 


inſtant, you may, Wheu you hear no more words of 


Pompc.y, return it again: you mall have time to 
wranyle in, when you hove nothing elie to do. 
Ant, Thou art a hdr only, ipeak no more, 
Ano. I hat trutL. ſhould he filenc, | had almoſt forgot. 
Aut. You wrouy this prefeiice, therefore ſpeak no 
more, 
Eno. Co to then: your confiderate ſtone. 
Cæſ. I do not uch dillike the manager, but 


* ſacred for untoten, unviclated, 


So differing in their acts. 
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The matter of this ſpeech : for't cannot be 
We ſhall remain in friendi(hip, our conditions 
Yet, if I knew 
What hoop would hold us ſtaunch, from edge to edge 
O' th' world, I would purſue it, | 

Aer. Give me leave, Czſar, 

Cx/. Speak, Agrippa. 

Ar. Thou haſt a filter by the mother's ſide, 
Admir'd Octavia! great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

Cæſ. Say not ſo, Agrippa; 
if Cleopatra heard you, your approot 
Were well deſerv'd of raſhneſs. 

Ant. I am not married, Cæſar; let me hear 
Agrippa further ſpeak. 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unſlipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife: whoſe beauty claims 
No worſe a huſband than the beſt of men ; 
Whoſe virtue and whoſe general graces ſpeak 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little jealouſies. which now ſeem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be but tales, 


| Where now half-tales be truths : her love to both, 


Would each to other, and all loves to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, 
For tis a (tudied, not a preſent thought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Czfar ſpeak ? 

Czf. Not till he hears how Antony is touch d 
With what is ſpoke already. 2 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa 
(If I would ſay, Agrippa, be it ſo,”) 
To make this good? 

Cæſ. The power of Cæſar, and 


His power unto Octavia. 


Ant. May I never 
To this good purpoſe, that fo fairly ſhews, 
Dream of im pediment! ler me have thy band; 
Further {his adt of grace: and, from this hour, 


t 2. 


age 
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The heart of brothers govern, in our loves, 
And (way our great deſigus! 
Ceſ. There is my hand. 
A fitter I bequeath you, whom no brewger 
Did ever love fo dearly, Let her live 
o join our kingdoms, and our hearts, and never 
Fly off cur laves again! 

Lp. Happily, amen. 

Ant. I did not think to draw my ſword *gainſt Pom · 
For he hath laid ſtrange cout teſies and great Cpey. 
Of late upon me. I mult thank him only, 

Leit wy remembrance ſuffer ill report; 
At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep. Time calls upon's. 

Of us muſt Fompey preſently be ſought, 
Or elle he ſeeks out us. 

Ant, Where lies he? 

Ceſ. About the mount Miſennm. 
Ant. What is his ſtrength by land? 

Caſ Great, and increaſing: but by ſea 
He is an abſolute maſter. 

Ant. $0 is the fame. 

Would we had ſpoke together ! haſte we for it; 
Yet, ere we put ourſelves in arms, diſpatch we 
The buſineſs we have talked of. 
Cæſ. With molt gladneſs ; 
And do invite you to my fiter's view, 
Whither ſtraight I Il lead you. | 
Ant. Let us, Lepidus, not lack your company. 
Lep. Noble Antony, not ſickneſs ſhould detam we. 
[CFlouriſh, Exeunt. 


* . 


SCENE m. 


Manent Anobarbus, Agrippa, Mecznas. 


Mec. Welcome from Egypt, Sir. | 

Ano. Half the heart of Cziar, worthy Mecznas! my 
honourable friend Agrippa 

Agr. Good Anobarbus ! 

Mee. We have c-ule to be glad that matters are lo 
well digeſted ; you Hay d well by't in Egypt. 
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us. Ay, Sir, we did ſleep day out of countenance 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Alec. Eight wild boars roaſted whole at a breakſaſt, 
and but twelve perſons there. — ls this true! 

uo. This was but as a fly by an eagle: we had 
much more monſtrous matter of feaſt, which worthily 
deſerved noting. 

_ She's a moſt triumphant lady, if report be ſquare 
to ner, 

Auo. When ſhe firſt met Mark Antony, ſhe purs'd up 
his heart upon the river of Cydaus. 

Agr. There ſhe appeared indeed, or my reporter de- 
vis'd well for her. | 

Ao, I will tell you. 
% The barge ſhe ſat in, like a burniſh'd throne, 
« Burat on the water: The poop was beaten gold, 
« Purple the ſails, and fo perfume), that [lilver, 
„% The winds were love-ſick with em; th' oars were 
« Which to the tune of flates kept Froke, and made 
« The waters which they beat, to follow faſter, 
% As amorou: of their ſtrokes, For her own perſon, 
& It beggar'd all deſcription ; ſhe did lie 
« In her pavilion, cloth of gold, of tiſſue, 
« O'er-picturing that Venus , where we ſee 
% The fancy out-work Nature. On each ſide her, 
1% 8Stdod pretty dimpled boys, like ſmiling Cupids, 
% With divers-colour'd fans, whoſe wind did ſeem 
1% To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
« And what they undid, did,” 

Aer. Oh, rare for Antony ! 

no. ** Her gentlewomen, like the Nereids, 
% So many mermaids, tended her i“ th' eyes, 
« And made their bends adorings. At the helm, 
« A ſeeming mermaid ſteers ; the filken tackles 
« Swell with the touches of thoſe flower- ſoft hands, 
% That yarely frame the office, From the barge 
A ſtrange inviſible perfume hits the ſenſe | 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city caſt 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 
Inthron'd i' th' market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiltling to th? air; which, but for vacancy, 


* Meaning the Venus of Protogenes mentioned by Pliny, I. 3 5- C fe. 
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Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature. 
Agr. Rare Egyptian! 
Ano, Upon her landing, Antony ſeat to her, 
Invited her to tupper : She reply'd, 
It ſhould be better he became her gueſt ; 
Which ſhe intreated. Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne'er the word of No woman heard ipeak, 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the ſealt ; 
And for his ordinary, pays his heart, 
For what his eyes eat only. 
Agr. Royal wench ! 
She made great Czlar lay his ſword to bed : 
He plough d her, and ſhe cropt. 
Eno, I ſaw her once 
Hop forty paces through the public ſtreet : 
And having loſt her breath, the ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſhe did make detect, perfection, 
And breathleſs power breathe iorth. 
Mec. Now Antony mult leave her utterly. 
Ano, Never , he will not. 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtom ſtale 
Her infinite variety. Other women cloy 
The appetites they feed ; but ſhe makes hungry, 
Where moit the 1atisties. For vileſt things 
Become themſelves in her, that the holy prieſts 
Bleſs her when ſhe is riggiſh. 
Mec. It beauty, wiidom, modeſty, can ſettle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A bleſſed allott'ry to him, 
Agr. Let us go. 
Good Znobarbus, make yourſelf my gueſt, 
Whilſt you abide here, 
Eno. Humbly, Sir, 1 thank you, [Exeunt. 


Enter Antony, Czſar, Octavia between them, 


Ant. The world, and my great office, will ſometimes 
Divide me from your botom. 

Ga. All which time, 
Retore the gods my knee ſhall bow in prayers 
10 them tor you. | ; 

Ant, Good night, Sir, My Octavia, 


98 An. ony and Cleopatra, Act 2. 


Read not my blemiſhes in the world's report: 

I] have not kept my ſquare, but that to come 

Shall all be done by ch rule Good night, dear Lady. 
Octa. Good night, Sir. 1 
Cæſ. Good night. [Exeunt Cziar and Octavia. 


SCENE IV, Enter Soithſayer. 


Ant. Now, firrah ! do you wilh yonrſelf in Egypt? 

Soth. Would 1 had never come from thence, not 
you thither. 

Ant. Il you can, your reaſon ? 

Soth | ſee it ia my motion “, have it not in my 
tongue ; but yet hie you to Egypt again. 

Ant. Say to me, whoſe ſortune ſhall riſe higher, 
Czſar's or mine, 

Sosth. Caefar's——— Therefore, oh Antony, ſtay not 

by his fide. 
Thy Fs Ang that's thy ſpirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 
Where Cæſar's is not, But near him thy angel 
Becomes a fear t. as being o'erpower'd ; and therefore 
Make ſpace enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to 
If thou doſt play with him at any game, hee. 
Thou rt ſure to loſe : And of that natural luck, 
He beats thee gainſt the odds. Thy luſtre thickens, 
When he ſhines by. I ſay again, — ſpirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near 
But, he away, tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone: 8 
Say to Ventidius, I would ſpeak with him. [Exit Soor h. 
He ſhall to Parthia ;—be it art, or-hap, 

He hath ſpoke true. The very dice obey him; 
And, in our ſports, my better cunning faiats 
Under his chance; if we draw lots, he ſpeeds ; 
His cocks do win the battle {till of mine, 

When it is all to nought; and his quails t ever 

® i, e. The divinitory agitation, 

+ i. e. A fcarful thing. The abſtrad for the concrete. 

t Lucian relates, that at Athens quai! fighting was exhibited at 


8 And many other ancient authors mcation it as a ſport much 
in 
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neat mine, in- hoop'd at odds. I will to Egypt; 
Ind though 1 make this marriage for my peace, 
ady. 1 th' eaſt my pleaſure lies, Oh, come, Ventidius, 


Enter Veatidius. 


avia, : 

You mull to Parthia, your commiſſion's ready: 

Follcw me, and receive't. [Excunts 
4 Enter Lepidus, Mecenas, and Agrippa. 
1 J 


Le. Trouble ycurſelves no farther : pray you baſlen 
Your Generals after, 
1 my Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 
Will e'en but kiſs Octavia, and we'll follow, 
Lep. Till I ſhall fee you in your ſolier's drefs, 
V hich will become you both, fare wel. 
5 not Mec. We ſhall, 
As I conceive the journey, be at th' mount 
Before you, Lepidus. 
Lep. Your way is ſhorter, 
My purpotes do draw me much about ; 
Lou ll win two days upon me. 5 
Beth. Sir, good ſucceſs. 
Lep. Farewel. LZxcuxt. 


hen to 
SCENE V. Changes te the palace in Alexantriz. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alcxas, 


Ces. Give me ſome muſic: Muſic, mocdy ſcod 
Of us chat trade in love 


Cirmes., The muſic, hoa ! 
Enter Mardian /e Eunuch, 


Ces. Let it alone, fet's to billiards come, Charmian, 
Car. y arm is fore, beſt play with Mardian. 
| Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd, 
| As with a woman, Come, you'll play with me, Sir? 
Mar. As well as I can, Madam. 
; Cle. And when good will is ſhew'd, tho't come too 
The actor may pleat pirica VI none now. [{hut, 
Give me mine angle, we'll to the river, there, 
hibited at Ny uc ploying far of, 1 will betray 
port much 1 _ __ tith 3 my bended hook ib. M pierce 
OL, VII. 1 


t Sooth, | 
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Their ſlimy jaws ; and, as | draw them up, 
I'll think them every one an Antony, 
And ſay, Ah, ha ! you're caught, 

Char. 'Twas merry when 
You wager'd on your angling ; when your diver 
Did hang a ſalt fiſh on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo, That time !—oh times 
I laughed him out of patience, and that night 
I laugh'd him into patience ; and next morn, 

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed : 

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilſt 

I wore his ſword Philippine. Ob, from Italy ;— 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Rain thou thy faithful tidings ia mine ears, 

That long time have been barren, 

AMeſ. Madam! Madam 

Cleo. Antony's dead? | 
If thou ſay fo, villain, thou kill'ſt thy miſtreſs ; 

But well and free, 

If thou ſo yield him, there is gold, and here 
My blueſt veins to kiſs; a hand that kings 
Have lipp'd, and trembled kiſſing. 

Meſ. Firſt, Madam, he is well. 

Cleo. Why, there's more gold. But, firrah, mark, we 
To ſay, the dead are well: Bring it to that, [ule 
The gold 1 give thee, will I met and pour 
Down thy ill uttering throat. 

Meſ. Good Madam, hear me. 

Cleo, Well, go to, I will: 

But there's no goodneſs in thy face. If Antony 

Be free and healthful, why fo N. favour 

To trumpet ſuch good tidings ? it not well, 

Thou ſhould'tt come like a fury crown'd with ſnakes, 
Not like a formal * man. 2 

Mef. Will t pleaſe you hear me ? 

Cleo. I have a mind to ſtrike thee ere thou ſpeak ſt; 
Yet if thou ſay Antony lives, tis well, 

Or friends with Czfar, or not captive to him, 
1'11 ſet thee in a ſhower of gold, and bail 


* Forma! for ordinary, 


E 
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Rich pearls upon thee “. 
Meß. Madam, he's well. 
Cleo. Well ſaid. 
Me. And friends with Cæſar. 
Cleo, Thou'rt an honeſt man. 
Meſ. Cæſar and he are greater friends than ever, 
Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 
Me But yet, Madam 
Cleo. I do not like But yet, it does allay 
The good precedence ; fie upon But et: 
But yet is as a jailor to bring forth | 
Some monſtrous malefator. Pr'ythee, friend, 
Pour out thy pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together: he's friends with Cæſar, 


In ſtate of health, thou ſay't; and thou ſay'ſt, free. 


Meli. Free, Madam! no: I made no ſuch report, 
He's bound unto Octavia. | 
Cleo. For what good turn ? 
Meſ. For the beſt turn i' th” bed, 
Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. 
Meß. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 
Ciro. The moſt infeQious peſtilence upon thee ! 
[Strikes bim down. 
Meß. Good Madam, patience. 
Cleo. What ſay you? [Strikes bins 
Hence, horrible villain, or I'll ſpurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me; I'll unhair thy head: 
[She bales him up and down. 
® It was a among the eaſtern nations, at coronations, 
triumphs, and great bella that their kings fitting in tate had 
ſhowers of gold, and pearl, and precious ſtones, poured down upon 
them. To which cuſtom Milton alſo alludes : 
Or where the gorgeous 4 wih richeſt hand 
Sh2w'rs on ber kings batharic pearl and gold. B. 2. v. 3. 
This fact is verified by hiſtoriaus. In the life of Timor Bec or Ta- 
merlane, ritten by a Perſian, a contemporary author, are the follow - 
ing words, as they ere tranſlated by Monſ. Petit de la Croix, in the 
aceuunt there given of his coronation, B. 2. chap. 1. 
Les princes du ſang royal & les emirs repandirent & pleines mains 
fur ſe tete qrantite dq or & de pierreries, ſelon la coitume, 
And at the bottom of the page is this note; 
Cette cctume fubſite encore aujourdbui, non ſc ulement au couronus- 
ment des princes, mais encore aux marriages des far ticuliers. 
+ precedence, tor prececent. R 
2 
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Thou ſhalt be whipp'd with wire, and ſtew'd in brine, 
Smarting in ling*ring pickle. H 

Maß. Gracious Madam, T 
I, that do bring the news, made not the match, 

Cleo. Say, tis not fo, a province I will give thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud: the blow thou hadſt, 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage ; 

And I will boot thee with what gift beſide 
Thy modeſty can beg, 

Meß. He's married, Madam. 

Cleo. Rogue, thou haſt liv's too long. 

LDraws a dagger. 


m_ =. 


Meß. Nay, then I'll run: 
| What mean you, Madam? I have made no fault. [ Exit, 

Char. t,vod Madam, keep yourſelf within yourſelf, 

The man is innocent. 

Ces Some innocents. 'ſcape not the thunderbolt—— 
Melt gypt into Nile; and kindly creatures | | 
Turn all to ferpents ! call the flave again; 
Though I am mad I will not bite him; call. 

Char, Ne is airaid to come. 

Cleo. 1 will not hurt him. 

Theſe hands do lack nobility, that they flrike 
A ineaner than myſelf ; fince I myſelf 
Have given myſelt the cauſe, Come hither, Sir. 


Re-enter the Meſſenger, 


Thongh it be honeſt, it is never good 
To bring bad news: give to a gracious meſſuge 
An hoſt of tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
Themſelves, when they be ſelt. 

Meß 1 have done my duty. 
Cleo. Is he married! . 
I canr.ot hate thee worſer than I dd, 
if you again ſay, Ter. 

Me. he's married, Madam. 

Cleo. The poes confcund thee ! doſt thou hold there 

till? 

NM. Should I lye, Madam ? 

Cleo. Oh, 1 wou!ld thou didſt; 
So half my Fgypt were ſubmerg'd, and made 
A ciſtern for {cal d ſuakes! go, get thee hence; 


þ 
$ 


ere 
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Hadſt thou Narciſſus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldſt appear mot ugly. He is marri2] ? —— 

Meß. 1 crave your Highneſs” pardon, 

Cleo He is married ? 

Meß Take no offence, for I would not offend you; 
To puniſh me for what you make me do, 

Seems much unequal. He's married to Octavia. 

Clo. Oh, that his faults ſhould make a knave of thee, 
That ſayſt but what thou'rt ſure of !—Get thee hence; 
The merchandizes thou haſt brought from Rome, 

Are all too dear for me: 
Lie they upon thy hand, and be undone by em 


[Exit Meſ. 
Char. Good your Highneſs, patience. 
Cleo. In praifing Antony, 1 — diſprais'd Cæſar. 
Char. Many times, Madam. 
Cles. I am paid for it now. Lead me from hence, 
I faint; oh Iras, Charmian tis no matter 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out | 
The colour of her hair. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ever go let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
Th' other way he's a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring word how tall the is: pity me, Charmian, 
But ſpeak not to me, Lead me to my chamber. 
[Exeunt, 


8 CEN E VI. 
Changes to the coft of Italy, near Miſenum. 


Enter Pompey and -Meras, at one door with drum and 
trumpet ; at aucther, Cæſar, Lep dus, Antony, no- 
barbus, Mecænas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching, 


Pom. Your hoſta ges | have, fo have you mine; 
And we ſhall talk before we fight, 

C Molt meet, 
That firſt we come to words; and therefore have we 
Our written purpoles tctore us jent; 
Which if thou haſt conſider d, let us know 


IF *twill tie up thy diſcoutented i word, 
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And carey back to Sicily much tall youth, 
That ele mult perich here, 

Pam. To you ail three, 
The ſenators lone of this great world, 
Chief factors for the gods, do not know 
Whetefore my father [houl 1 revengers want, 
Having a ſon and friends; ſince Julius Cæſar 
(Who at Phil:ppi the good Brutus ghoſted), 
There ſaw you labouring for him. What was it 
That mov'd pale Caſſius to con ſpire? and what 
Made thee, all-honour d, honett Roman Brutus, 
With the arm's reſt, courter. of beautevus Freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 
Have one man but a man ? and that is it 
Hath made me rig my navy: at whoſe burthen 
The anyer'd ocean foams, with which I meant 
To ſcourge th' ingratitude that deſpighttul Rome 
Cait on ny noble father. 

Cz/. Tale your time. 

Ant Then canſt not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails, 
We'll ſpeak with thee at fea. At land thou know'ſt 
How much we do o'er-couut thee, 

Pm At land indeed, 

Thou doſt o'er-count me of my father's houſe, 
But ſince the cuckow builds nut for himſelf, 
Remain in't, as thou may it. 

Lep. Be pleas'sd to tell us, 

(For this is from the preſent), how you take 
The offers we have tent you. 

Cc. There's the pcint. 

Hat. Which do not be intreated to, but weigh 
Mhit it is worth embrac'd. \ 

Ce And what may follow ? 

To try a larger fortune. | 

Pim, You've made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia: and I mult 
Rid ali the ſea of pirates ; then to ſend. 
Meaſures of wheat to Rome: this greed upon, 
To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back 
Our t..rge un-4inted, 

Omer, That's our offer, 


Len. Know then, 8 


b4 
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came beſore you here, a m n prepat'd 
To take this offer : but Mark Antony 
puts me to ſome impatience. —— hongh I loſe 
The praiſe of it by telling, you muit know, 
When Cæſar and your brother were at blows, 
Your mother came to Sicily and did find 
Her welcome friendly 

Ant. | have heard it, Pompey, 
And am well ſtudied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 

Pm. Let me have your hand: 
1 did not think. Sir, to have mer you here. 

Ant. The beds i' th' ealt are ſoft; and thanks to you, 
That call'd me timelier than my purpoſe hither : 
For I've gain'd by it 

Czf. Since I faw you laſt, 
1 here is a change upon you, 

Pom. Well, I know not 
What counts hard fortune caſts upon my face; 
But in my boſom ſhe ſliall never come, 
To make my heart her vaſſal. 

Lep. Well met here. 

Pom. I hope fo, Lepidus ; thus we are agreed: 
I crave our compclition may be written 
And feal'4 between us, 

Ce/. Thats the next to do. 

Pom. We'll feaſt each other ere we part, and let's 
Draw lots who ſha!l begin. 

Art. That will, Fompey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot: 
But, fir ſt or laſt, your fine Ayyptian cookery 
Shall have the lane, I've beard, that julius Czfar 
Grew fat with tea{ting there. 

Ant You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair tbeaning. fir, 

Ant. And tat words to them. 

Pom. 1 hea to much hñave l heard, 
And | have heavy pe Hourus carriediuyꝛpꝛé 

Exc. No more of that: he did io, 

Pan, What, 1 pray you? | 

us. A certain en to Cæſar in a mattreſs. 

Pem. I kcow thee now; how far'tt thou, Soldier ?. 
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Ano. Well; 

And well am like to do; for I perceive 
Four feaſts are toward. 

Pom Let me ſhake thy hand, 
I never hated thee : I have ſeen thee fight, 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Es. Sir, | 

I never lov'd you much ; but I ha' prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſerv'd ten times as much 
As I have ſaid you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainneſs, 

It nothing ill becomes thee; 
Aboard my galley I invite you all. 
Will you lead, Lords ? 

All. Shew's the way, Sir. 

Pom. Come. [ Exeunt. Manent Knob, and Menas, 

Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have made 
You and I have known, Sir. [To EXnob, ¶ this treaty. 

us. At ſea, I think, 

Men. We have, Sir, 

Eo. Tou have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. | 

Eno, I will praiſe any man that will praiſe me, 
though it cannot be enied what 1 have done by land. 

Men, Nor what I have done by water. 

no. Yes, ſomething you can deny for your own 
fafety ; you have been | thief by ſea. 

Nen. And you by land. 

Ano, F here I deny my land ſervice; but give me 
your hand, Menas, if our eyes had auchority, here they 
might take two thieves kifing. 

Men, All mens faces are — their hands 
Are. 

Ense. But there is ne er a fair woman has a true face, 

Men. No flander they ſteal hearts. 

Eno, Ne came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part. I am ſorry it is turn'd to a drink- 
ing. Powpey doth this day laugh away his fortune. 

Exo. if he do fo, fore he cannot weep't back again, 

Men, You've ſaid, Sir; we luok'd not for Mark An- 
tony here. Pray yon, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Exc. Cæſar's lilter is called Octavia. 
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Jen. True, Sir, the was the wiſe of Caius Marcellus. 
us But now the is the wife of Marcus Antonius. 
Men Pray ye, Sir? 
Es is true. 
Men. Then is Cæſir and he for ever knit together. 
us. If 1 were bound to divine of this unity, 1 
would not propheſy ſo. 
Men, I think the policy of that purpoſe made more 
in the marriage, than the love of the parties. 
. Eno, 1 think fo too, But you ſhall find, the band 
3 thar ſeems to tie their friendihip together, will be the 
very itrangler of their amity. Octavia is of a hcly, 
cold, and ill converſation. 
Men. Who would not have his wiſe ſo? 
Exo. Not he that hinifelf is not fo; which is Mark 
Antony. He will to his &Agyptian dith again ; then 
de mall the ſighs of Octavia biow the lire up in Czlar, 
and, as I ſaid before, that which is the ſtrength of 
TJ. IB their amity, ſhall prove the immediate author of their 
variance, Antony will uſe his aſſection where it is; 
he married but his occafion here. 
Aen. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you 
aboard? 1 have a healih for you. 
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SCENE vu. Os beard Pemeo s gall:y. 


| 
me Maſfe plays. Enter two or three ſervants with a banquets i 
wy 1 Ser. Here they'll be, man: ſome o' their plants 3 
ds are ill rooted already. the leult wiad i' th* world will [| 

blow them down. 
"CE, 2 Ser. Lepidus is high-colonr'd. | 


1 Ser. They have made him drink alme-driuk. 
2 Ser. As they pinch one anothe by the cifpoſition “, 
OY he cries out, {Vs more; recuncilcs them to his intreaty, 
and himſelf to th' drink. | 
1 Ser, But it raiſes the greater was between him and 
"Am. his diſcretion. 


a * A phraſe equivaicnt to that now in uſe, of touching one in 6 
fore plice, 
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2 Ser, Why, this it is to have a name in great mens 
fellowſhip : I had as lieve have a reed that will do me 
no ſervice, as a partizan I could not heave. 

1 Ser, To be call d into a huge ſphere, and not to 
be ſeen to move in't, are the holes where eyes ſhould 
be, which pitifully diſaſter the cheeks. 


Trumpets, Enter Cæſar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, 
Agrippa, Mecznas, Anobarbus, Menas, with other 
Captains . 


Ant. Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow o'th*' Nile 
By certain ſcale i th' pyramid ; they know 
By th' height, the lowneſs, or the mean, if 
Or foiſon, follow. The higher Nilus ſwells, 

The more it promiſes ; as it ebbs, the ſeedſman 
Upon the ſlime and ooze featters his grain, 
And ſhortly comes to harveſt. 

Lep. You've ſtrange ſerpents there, 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. | 

Lep. Your ſerpent of Zgypt is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of your ſun ; fo is your crocodile. 

Ant. They are ſo. 

Pom. Sirrah, ſome wine! a health to Lepidus. 

Lep. I am not fo as I ſhould be: 

Bat l' ne'er out. 

Ano. Not till you have ſlept; I fear me you'll be 
in till then. 

Ley, Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemy's py- 
ramilis are very goodly things; without contradiction 
1 have heard that, | 

Men, Pompey, a word. LAlde. 

Pom, Say in mine ear, what is't ? 

Men, Forſake thy ſeat, 1 do bekech: thee, Captain, 
And hear me ſpeak a word. " 

Pom. Forbear me till anon. [W#hiſpers. 
This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o' thing is your crocodile ? 

Ant. It is ſhap'd, Sir, like itlelf; and it is as broad as 
it hath breadth ; it is juſt ſo high as it is, and moves 
with its own organs. It lives by that which nouriſheth 
it; and the elements once out of it, it tranſmigrates. 

Les. What colour is it of? 
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Ant. Of its own colour too. 

Lep. Tis a ſtrange ſerpent. 

Ant, "Tis fo, and the tears of it are wet. 

Cef, Will this deſcription ſatisfy him! 

Ant. With the bealths that Pompey gives him, elſe 
he is a very epicure. 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang! tell me of that? away! 
Do as | bid you. Where's the cup I call'd for ? 

Men. If for the ſake of merit thou wilt hear 
Riſe from thy ſtool. | 

Pem, | think thou'rt mad; the matter? 

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 

Pom, Thou haſt ſerv'd me with much faith; what's 
Be jolly, Lords, [elſe to fay ? 

Ant. Theſe quick-ſands, Lepidus, 
Keep off them, tore you ſink. 


Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world ? 
Pom. What ſay'ſt thou ? 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? that's 
twice. 

Pom, How ſhall that be ? 

Men. But entertain it; 

And though you think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 

Pom, Halt thou drunk well! 

Men. No, Pompey ; I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art, if thou dar'ſ be, the earthly Jove : 
Whate'er the ocean pales, or ſky inclips, 

Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 

Pom. Shew me which way. 

Men. Theſe three world-ſharers, theſe competitors, 
Are in thy veſſel. Let me cut the cable: 
And when we are put off, fall to their throats ; 
All then is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou ſhouldſt have done, 
And not have ſpuken on't. In me 'tis villainy, 
In thee 't had been yood ſervice: thou muſt know, 
*Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour ; | 
Mine honour, it : repent that e'er thy tongue 
Hath fo betray'd thine act. Being done unknown, 
1 thould have found it afterwards well done; 
But mult condemn it now. Deſiſt, and drink. 
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Men For this, 
I'll rever follow thy pall'd „ fortunes more; 
M ho ſecks and will not take, when once tis offer d, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pem. This health to Lepidus. 
Art. Bear him aſhore, Ill pledge it for him, Pompey, 
Fino. Here's to thee, Menas, 
Men. A nobarhus, welcome. 
Poem. Fill till the cup be hid. 


uo. 1 here's a lirong fellow, Menas > ( 
[Pointing t9 Lepidus, ; 
Mer. Why ? Let 
uc. He bears * third part of the world, man! pro 
ſeeſt not? vol 
Men, The third part then is drunk; would were all, js v 
That it might go on wheels ! S $Spli 
Eno. Drink thou, increaſe the reels. Ant 
Nen. Come. Goo 
Pim. This is not an Alezandrian feait, | 7 
Ant. It ripers towards it; ſti ke the veſſels, hoa. A 
Here's is to Cefar. | P 
Cz/. 1 could well forbear it; nut 
Tis monſtrous labour when I waſh wy brain, ; | A 
And it grows fouler. 4 
Ant Be a child o' th* time. No, 
Cef. Poſſeſs it, I'll make anſwer ; but I had rather The: 
Fall irom all, four days, than dr uk {9 much in cone. Let | 
Ano. Ha, my brave Emperor, ſhall we dance now To t 


Ih X;zzyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our Grink ? 
Pom. Let's ha't, good ſoldier. 


Ant. Come let's all take hands M 
Till that the conquering wine hath ſteep'd our ſenſe 
In ſott and delicate Lethe, _ 


p 


Eno, All take hands: 
Make battery to our ears with the loud muſic, 
The while I'll place you; then the boy ſhall ling : 7 
The holding every man hall beat as loud ny 
As bis ſtrovg ſides can volly. 

[ Mufic layt. Ænobai bus places them hand in fand. 


® 4, e. dead; a metaphor taken from funeral ſolemnitics, 
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Come, thou monarel of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink cyne; 

In thy vates our cares be drown'd : 
With thy grapes cur hairs be crown'd! 
Cup us till the world ge round; 
Cu us till the world go round, 


£ 


Ce. What would you more? Pompey, good night, 


Good brother, 
Let me requeſt you off ; our graver buſineſs 
1 Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let's part; 


a 
* 
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You ſee we have burnt our cheeks. Strong Xnobarbus 
ll, 7 Is weaker than the wind; and mine own tongue 
SZ Splits what it ſpeaks ; the wild diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Antick'd us all, What needs mere words ? good night, 
Good Antony, your hand. 
Pom. I'll try you on the ſhore, 
5 Ant. And ſhall, Sir: give's your hand. 
| Pom. Oh, Antony, you have my father's honſe, 
But what ! we're friends; come down into the boat. 
Ano. Take head you fall not, Menas. 
Men. I'll not on ſhore. 


No, to my cabbin theſe drums ! 
ther Thele trumpets, flutes ! what ! 
ie. Let Neptune hear, we bid a loud ſarewel 
o To theie great fellows. Sound, and be hang'd, ſound 
k ? out. [Sound a flouriſh, with drumt, 


no, Hoo, ſays a! there's my cap. 
Men. Hoa! Noble Captain, come. [Exeunt, 


ACT 1 CORNER I 
A camp in a part of Syria. 


Enter Ventidius, as after conqueſt ; the dead bedy of Pes 


corus born before bim; Silius, Roman Soldiers and 
Attendants, 


| Ven. 1 OW, darting Parthia, art thou ſtruck; and 
. now 


Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcus Graſſus' death 
Vor. VI. X 


tand. 


2 — — 
. _ 
MT -Y Pt. A AAP 2c  —__— 


— —— 2 


PX — > 8 5 
* : 
— IPL. . 


112 Antony and Cleopatra. Act 3. 


Make me revenger. Bear the King's ſon's body 
Before our hoſt ; thy Pacorus, Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Craſſus, 

Sil. Noble Ventidius, 

Whilſt yet with Parthian blood thy ſword is warm, 
The fugitive Parthians follow: ſpur through Media, 
Meſopotamia, and the ſhelters whither 

The routed fly, So thy grand captain Antony 

Shall ſet thee on triumphaat chariots, and 

Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. Oh Silius, Silius, 

I've done enough. A lower place, note well, 
May make too great an act: tor learn this, Silius, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 

Acquire too high a fame, when he we ſerve's away. 
Cæſar and Antony have ever won 

More in their officer than perſon. Soſius, 

One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which he atchiev'd by th' minute, loſt his favour, 
Who does i' th* wars more than his captain can, 
Becomes his captain's captain; and ambition 
(The ſoldier's virtue) rather makes choice of * 
Than gain which darken's him. 

1 could do more to do Antonius good. 

But twould offend him, and in his offence 

Should my performance periſh. 

Sil. Thou haſt, Ventidius, that without the which 
A ſoldier and his ſword grant * ſcarce diſtinction: 
Thou wilt write to Antony ? 

Ven. I'll humbly ſignify what in his name, 
That magical word ot war, we have affected; 
How with his banners, and bis well-paid ranks, 
The ne'er-yet-beaten horſe of Parihia 
We've jaded out o* th field. 

Sil. Where is he now ? 

Ven. He purpoſeth to Athens; with what haſte 
The weight we mult convey with's will permit, 


We ſhall appear before him. On, there; — paſs along. 


[ Exeunt, 


* grant, for afford. 
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SG E N E U. Changes ts Rome. 
Enter Agrippa at ene door, nobarbus at another. 


Agr. W hat, are the brothers parted ? ; 
uo. They have diſpatch'd with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are ſraling. Octavia weeps, 
To part from Rome: Czlar is ſad: and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey's feaſt, as Menas ſays, is troubled 
V\ ith the green ſickneſs. s 
Agr. Tis a Noble Lepidus. 
no. A very fine one; oh, how he loves Cæſar! 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony! 
Ano. Cæſar? why, he's the Jupiter of Men. 
Agr. What's Antony, the god of Jupiter ? 
Ano. Speak you of Czfar? oh! the nonpareil ! 
gr. Oh Antony, oh thou Arabian bird! 
Ano. Would you praiſe Cæſar, ſay, —Cziar; go 
no fu ther. 
Fer. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praiſes, 


Ano. But he loves Cæſar beſt, yet he loves Antony: 


Ho! hearts, tongues, figure, ſcribes, bards, poets, 
cannot | | 
Thick, ſpeak, caſt, write, fing; number, ho! 
His love to Antony, But as for Cæſar, 
Kneel down, kneel dowa, and wonder | 
Ar. Both he loves. 
no, They are his ſhards, and he their beetle; ſo—- 
T his is to horſe ; adicu, Noble Agrippa. [ Trumpets. 
Agr. Good fortune, werthy fol lier, and farewcl, 


Enter Cæſar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 


Ant. No farther, Sir. 

Cæſ. You take from-me a great part of myſelf: 
Vie me well in't. Sitter, prove ſuch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and my fartheſt bond 
Shall pais on thy approof. Moſt Noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of virtue, which is ſer 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 
The fortreſs of it: ior better might we, 
Have low d without this mean, it on both parts 
This be not cheriſh d. 8 
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Ant. Make me not offended 
In your diſtruſt, 
Cef, I've ſaid. 
Ant. You ſhall not find, 
Though you be therein curious, the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſeem to fear; ſo the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans ſer ve your ends! 
We will here part. 
Cæſ. Farewell, my deareſt ſiſler, fare thee well; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy ſpirits all of comfort! fare thee well. 
Oct. My noble brother ! 
Ant. The April's in her eyes: it is love's ſpring, 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on; be cheartul. 
Cg. Sir look well to my huſband's houſe; and 
C What, Octavia ? 
Cet. III tell you in your ear, | 
ut. Her tougue will not obey her heart, nor ca 
Her keart inform her tongue; the ſwan's dewn» 
feather, 
« That ſtands upon the ſwell at full of tide, 
„% And neither way inclines, 
no. Will Cæſar weep ? 
Aer. He has a cloud in's face. 
us He were the worie for that, were he a horſe ; 
So is he, being a man. 
Agr. Why, Anobarbus? 
When Antony found Julius Cæſar dead, 
He cried almoſt to roaring ; and he wept, 
M hen at Philipi he found Brutus ſlain. 
Eno. That year indeed he was troubled with a 


rheum; A 

What willingly he did confound, he wail'd ; 
Believe't, till I wept too, 

C. No, ſweet Octavia, 
You thall hear trom me ſtill; the time ſhall not 
Outgo my thinking on you, : 

Ant. Come, Sir, come, 
I'll wreſtle with you in my ſtrength of love. 


Look, here I have you; [ Embracing bim. ] thus | let you 
And giye you to the gods. | (go, 


Ceſ. Adieu, be happy! 
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Lep. Let all the number of the ſlars give light 

To thy fair way ! : ü 
Caf. Fare wel, farewel ! [Ki/es Octavia. 
Ant. Farewel ! [Trumpets ſound, Exeunt. 


SCENE 1Il, Changes to the palace in Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexa 


Cleo, Where is the fellow ? 
Alex. Half afraid to come. b 
Cleo. Go to, go to, come hither, Sir. 


Enter the Meſenger as before. 


Alex. Good Majelty ! 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you 

But when you are well pleas'd. ; 

Cleo, That's Herod's head 
I'll have. But how, when Antony is gone, 

Through whom I might command it! Come thou near. 
Mell. Moiſt gracious Majelty, — 

Cleo, Didſt thou behold 
Octavia ? 

Meg. Ay, dread Queen. 

Cleo. Where ? 

Med. In Rome, Madam. 

1 look'd her in the face, and ſaw her led 

between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is the as tall as me? | 

Meß She is not, Madam. 

_ * hear her ſpeak ? is ſhe ſhrill-tongu'd or 

ow? 

Meß. Madam, I heard her ſpeak, ſhe is low-voic'd. 
Cleo, That's not ſo good; he cannot like her long. 
Char. Like her? oh 1iis! 'tis impoſſible. 

Cleo. 1 think fo, Charmian; dull of tongue and 
What majeity is in her gate? remember, [4dwartilh;. 
If e'er thou look'dit on majeſty. 

Mell. She creeps; 

Her motion and her ſtation are as one: 

She thews a body rather than a life, 

A itatue than a breather, 

Gico, Is this certain? 

K 3 
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Me. Or 1 have no obſervance *. 
Char, Three in #gypt 
Cannot make better note, 
Cleo. He's very knowing. 
I Co perceive't, there's nothing in her yet. 
The fellow has good judgement, 
Char. Excellent. 
Cleo. Guels at her years, I pr'ythee. 
Meß. Madam, ſhe was a widow. 
Cleo. Widow ? Charmian, hark. 
Ale}. And Ido think ſhe's thirty. | 
Cleo. Bear'ſt thou her face in mind? is't long, cr 
round ? 
Meß. Round even to faultineſs. 
Cleo. For the moſt part too, 
They're fooliſh that are ſo. Her hair, what colour? 
Meß. Brown, Madam; and her forehead 
As low as ſhe would wiſh it. 
Cleo. 'I here's gold for thee. 
Thou muſt not take my former ſharpneſs ill, 
1 will employ thee back again; I find thee 
Moſt fit for buſineſs. Go, make thee seady ; 
Our letters are prepar'd. [Exit Meſſenger, 
Char. A proper man. 
Cleo. Indeed he is ſo: I repent me much, 
That ſo I harried him. Why, methiaks by him 
This creature's no ſuch thing. 
Char, O, nothing, Madam. 
Cleo. The man hath ſeen ſome majeſty, and ſhould 
know. 
Char, Hath he ſeen majeſty ? Iſis elſæ defend ! 
And ſerving you ſo long? 
Cleo. I've one thing more toaſk him yet, good 
Charmian: i 
But tis no matter, thou ſhalt bring him to me 
W here 1 will write: all may be well enough. 
Char, 1 warrant jou, Madam. [ E xeunt 


SCENE IV. Changes to Athens, 
Enter Antony and Octavia. 
Ast. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that; 
*. of cr 4.266, for chſer vation, or abi iy of obſerving* 
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That were excuſable, that and thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import; but he hath way d 
New wars gainſt Pompey ; made his will, and read it 
To public ear; ſpoke icantily of me; 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and ſickly 
He vented them; molt narrow mealure leut me; 
When the belt hint was given him, he not took't,. 
Or did it from his teeth, 
| Oct. Oh, my good Lord, 
HhBelieve not all ; or, if you muſt believe, 
or! Stomach not all. A more uuhappy lady, 
II this diviſion chance, ne er ſtood between, 
Praying for both parts: the good gods will mock me, 
3 When 1 thall pray, Oh, bleis my Lord and huſband 1 
ir? Undo that prayer, by crying aut as loud, 
Oh, bleſs my brother! Huſb..ad win, win brother, 
Prays, and deſtroys the prayer ; no midway 
'I wixt theſe extremes at all. 
Ant. Gentle Octavia, 
Let your belt love draw to that point which ſeeks 
Beſt to preſerve it; i 1 loſe mine honour, 
1 loſe myſelf ; better | were not your's, 
Than your's ſo branchlets, But, as you requeſted, 
Yourielf ſhall go between s, the mean time, Lady, 
I'll caiſe the preparation ot a war, 
Shall train your brother; make your ſooneſt haſte ; 
So, your delires are your's, 
Oct. Thanks to my Lord. 
The Jove of power make me, moſt weak, moſt weak, 
Your reconciter ! wars 'twixt you twain would be 
As it the world ſhould cleave, and that ſlain men 
Should lolJer up tus rift, 
Ant. When 1: appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your diſplc:tu:c that way; for our faults 
Cau uever be iv cqual, chat your love 
Cau equally move with then. Provide your going; 
Chuie your own company, and — of what colt 
Your heart has mind io, LExenrs, 


Enter Aruba bus and Eros. 
Ano, How now, friend Eros ? 
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Eros. There's ſtrange news, come, Sir, 

Ano: What, man * 

Eros. Cæſat and Lepidus have made war upon Pompey. 

Eno, This is old; what is the facceſs ? 

Eros, Cæſar. having made uſe of him in the wars 
gainſt Pompey, preſently denied him rivalty, would 
not let him partake in the glory of the action; and not 
reſting here, accuſes him of letters he had formerly 
wrote to Pompey. Upon his own appeal, ſeizes him; 
fo the poor third is up, till death enlarge his confine, 

Eno. Then would thou hadſt a pair of chaps, no 
more: and throw between them all the food thou haſt, 
they'll grind the other. Where's Antony? 

Eros. He's walking in the garden thus; and ſpurns 
The ruth that lies before him. Cries, © Fool Lepidus!” 
And threats the throat of that his officer, 

That murder d Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy's rigg d. 

Eros. For Italy and Cæſar; more, Domitius, 
My Lord defires you preſently; my news 


4 
might have toid hereafter. C 
no, I will be naught ; but let it be; bring me to I to 
Antony. ; Th: 
Eros, Come, Sir. LExeunt. And 
SCENE V. Changes to the palace in Rome, 155 
Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, and Mecænas. Den 
C Contemning Rome, he has done all this and 2 
In Alexandria; here's the manner of it: { more, C. 
I' th* market-place on a tribunal ſilver'd, 
Cleopatra and himfelf in chairs of g 95 


Were publi: kly irthron d; at the feet, ſat 
Czſario, whom they call my father's ſon; 
And all the ur lawfu! ſſue, that their luſt 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave rhe ſtabliſhment of Agypt, made her 
Ot lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 
Ablolute Queens 
Nec. This in the public eye? 
Czj I th' common lkew place, where they exerciſe, 
His {ons were there groclaim'd the Kings of Kings; 


1 
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Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he aſſign'd 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phcenicia: ſhe 
In the habiliments of the goddeſs Ifis 
bat day appear d, and ott before gave audience, 
As tis reported, fo 

Mec. Let Rome be thus inform'd. 

Agr. Who, queaty with his infolence already, 
Will their good thoughts call from him. 

Ceſ. The people know it, and have now receiv'd 
His accuſations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuſe? 

Ce/, Cæſar; for that having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius ſpoil'd, we had not rated him 
His part o'th' ile. Thea does he ſay, he lent me 
come {hipping unreflor d. Laſtly, he frets, 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos'd ; and being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 28 

Arg. Sir, this ſhould be anſwer'd, 

C. Tis done already, and his meſſenger gone. 


I told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel; 


That he his high authority abus'd, 
And did deterve his change. For what I've conquer'd,, 
I grant him part; but then, in his Armenia, 
Aud other of his couquer'd kingdoms, | 
Demand the like. 
Mec. Hel ne er yield to that. | 
Ce. Nor mult he then be yielded to in this. 


Enter Octavia, with Attendants. 


07. Hail, Caſar, and my Lord! hail, moſt dear- 


Czhar! 
Ceſ. That ever I ſhould call thee caft- axvay ! 
Oct. You have not call'd me fo, nor have you cauſe. 
Ce/, Why hait thou ſtol'n upon us thus? you come 
Like Czfar's ſiſter. I he wife of Antony [not 
Should have an army for un uſher, and 
Ihe neighs of horſe to tell of her approach 
Long ere the did appear. I he trees by th' way 
Should have borne men, and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not, Nay, the dutt 
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Should have aſcended to the roof of heav'n, 
Rais'd by your populous troops. But you are come 
A market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 

The oltentation of our love; which left unthewn, 

Is often left unlov'd ; we thould have met you 

By = and land, ſupplying every (tage 

With an au ted greeting, 
ga. card Os Lerd, 

To come thus wes I not conſtrain'd, but did-it 

On my free-will. My Lord, Mark Antony, 

Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted 

My grieving ear withal; whereon I begg'd 

His pardon for return. 

Cæſ. Which ſoon he granted, 

Being an obſtruct 'tween his luſt and him. 

Oct. Do not ſay ſo, my Lord. 
Cæſ. ] have eyes upon him, 

And his affairs come to me on the wind. 

Where is he now ? 
Oct. My Lord, in Athens. 5 
Cæſ. No, my moſt wronged ſiſter; Cleopatra 

Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 

Up to a whore, who now are levying 

The Kings o' th' earth for war, He hath aſſembled 

Bocchus the King of Libya, Archelaus 

Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King | 

Of Paphlagonia, the Thracian King Adullas, 

King Malchus of Arabia, King of Pont, 

Herod of Jewry, Mithridates King 

Of Comagene, Polemoa and Amintas, 

The Kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, 

With a more larger lift of ſceptres. 

Oct. Ah me moſt wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 

That do afil& each other 
Caſ. Welcome hither; 

Your letters did with hold our breaking forth, 

1 ill we perceiv'd, both how you were wrong led, 

And we in negligent danger: cheer your heart. 

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 

O'er your content theſe ſtrong neceflities ; 

But let determin'd things to delliny 
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Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome; 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Feyond the mark of thought; and the high gods, 
To do you jultice, make their miniſters 
Of us, and thoſe that love you. Be of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. 
Agr. Welcome, Lady. 
Mec. Welcome, dear Madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity ycu; 
Only th' adulterous Antony, moſt large 
In his abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull, 
That noſes it againſt us. 
04. Is it fo, Sir? 
Czf. It is moſt certain. Siſter, welcome; pray you, 
Be ever known to patience, My dear'lt filter! [£xe, 


SCENE VI. Near the promontory of Actium. 
Enter Cleopatra and Xnobarbus. | 


Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 

Ano, But why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Thou haſt toreſpoke my being in theſe wars; 
And ſay ſt it is not fit. 
uo. Well; is it, is it? 

Cleo. Is't not denounc'd againſt us? why ſhould 
we be there in perſon ? 

Ano Well, 1 could reply: if we ſhould ſerve with 
horſe and mares together, the horſe were merely loſt, 
the mares would bear a ſoldier and his horſe, 

Cleo, What is't you ſay? 

Eno, You preience needs muſt puzzle Antony; 
Take from his heart, take ſi om his brain, from's time, 
What ſhould not then be ſpar'd, He is already 
Tracuc'd for levity; aud 'tis faid in Rome, 

Thet Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. | 

Cleo Sink, Kome, and their tongues rot 
That ipe k «gainit us! A charge we bear i' th' war; 
And, as the p:chdent of my kingdom, will 1 
Appear there lor a man, Speak not againſt it, 
| will not ay behind. 
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Enter Antony and Canidius. 


Eno. Nay, I have done. Here comes the Emperor. 
Ant. ls it not ſtran ge, (anidius,. 

That from Tarentum, and Brunduſium, 

He could ſo quickly cut th' lonian ſea, 

And take in Toryne ? You have heard on't, ſweet ? 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir'd 
Than by the negligent, 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might have well become the beſt of men 
To taunt at f:ckneſs, Canidius, we 

Will fight with him by fea, 

Cles By ſea, what elſe ? 

Can. Why will my Lord do ſo ? 

Ant. For that he dares us to't. 

Tuo. So hath my Lord dar'd him to fingle fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharſalia, 
Where Cæſar fought with Pompey. Burt theſe offecs, 
Which ſe ve not for bis vantage, he ſhakes off; 

And ſo ſhould you. 

. Your ſhips are not well mann'd, 
Your mariners are muliteers, reapers, people 
Ingrofs'd by ſwift impreſs, In Czfar's fleet 
Are thoſe that often have againſt Pompey fought; 
Their ſhips are yare, your's heavy. No diſgrace 
Shall fall you for refuſing him at fea, 
Being prepar'd for land. 

Ant. By ſea, by ſea. 

Eno. Molt worthy tir, you therein throw away 
The abſolute ſoldierſhip you have by land; 
Diſtract your army, which doth moſt conſiſt 
Of war mark'd footmen ; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
The way which promiſes aſſurance, and 
Give up yourſelf merely to chance and hazard, 

From firm ſecutity. 

Ant. I'll fight at ſea. 

Cleo. I have ſixty fails, Cæſar none better, 

Ant, Our overplus of ſhipping will we burn, 

And, with the reit full mann d, from the head of Actium 
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Beat the approaching Cæſar. But if we fail, 
We then can do't at land. 


* Enter a Meſſenger. 


Thy buſimeſs ? 
Meſſ. The news is true, my Lord; he is deſcried ; 
Cæſar has taken Toryne. 
| a. Can he be there in perfor ? "ris impeiitle. 
Strange, that his power ſhould be fo, Canidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou ſhalt hold by land, 
And our twelve thouſand horſe. We'll to our ſhip; 
Away, my Thetis! | 


Enter a Soldier. 


How now, worthy Soldier ! | 
Sol, Oh, Noble Emperor, do not fight by ſea, 
Trult not to rotten planks: do you miſcoubr 
This ſword, and theſe my wounds? let the Ægyptians 
And the Phcenicians go a-ducking: we 
Have us'd to conquer ſtanding on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. | 
Ant. Well, well, away, [ Exeunt Ant. Cleo. and Eno. 
Sol. By Hercules, I think 1 am i' th' right. 
Can. Soldier, thou art; but his whole action grows 
Not in the power on't : fo our leader's led, 
And we are womens' men. 
Sol. You keep by land. 
The legions and the horſe whole, do you not ? 
Can, Marcus Octavius, Marcus juſteius, 
Publicola, and Czlins, are for ſea : 
But we keep whole by land. This ſpeed of Czfar's 
Carries beyond belief. | 
Sol, While he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in ſuch diſtractions as 
Beguil'd all ſpies. Y 
Can, Who's his lieutenant, hear you ? 
Sol. They ſay, one Taurus. 
Can, Well 1 know the man. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Actium Meß. The Emperor calls Canidius. 
Vor. VII. L 
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| Can, With news the time's in labour, and throws 
forth 

Each minute ſome. [Exeunt. | 


Enter Cæſar, with bis army marching. 


Cz. Taurus? 

Taur, My Lord. 

Cf; Strike not by land, Keep whole, provoke not 
Till we have done at ſea. Do not exceed [ battle, 
The preſcript of this ſcrow! : our fortune lies 
Upon this jump. [Exeunt, 

Enter Antony and Xnobarbus. 


Ant Set we our ſquadrons on yond fide o' th' hill, 
In eye of Czfar's battle; from which place 
We may the number of the ſhips behold, 
And ſo proceed accordingly. [ Exeunt, 


$S CEN Rk VR 


Canidius, marching with his land army one way over the 
Hoge and Taurus, the Lieutenant of Czfar, the o- 
ther way : after their going in, is heard the noiſe of a 
fea fight, Alarum, Enter Anobarbus 


Ano. Naught, naught, all naught, I can behold no 
Th' Antonias “, the Zzyptian Admiral, [longer ; , 
With all their ſixty, fly, and turn the rudder, 

To ſce'rt, mine eyes are blaſted, 


Enter Scarus. ; 
Scar. Gods and goddeſſes, Th 
All the whole ſynod of them ! Sits 


Ano, What's thy paſſion? 

Scar. The greater cantle of the world is loſt 
With very ignorance ; we have kiſs d away, 
Kingdoms and provinces, 

uo. How appears the fight ? 

Scar. On our fide like the token'd peſtiler ce, 
« Where death is ſure. Yond ribauld nag of Egypt, 
+ (Whom leproſy o ertake 1) i' th' midſt o' the fight, 
«« When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd 


* * Which Plutarch ſays was the name of Cleopatra's ſhip, 
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„% Both as the fame, or rather ours the elder), 
« The breeze upon her, like a cow ia June, 
«« Hoiſts ſails, and flies, 

Eus. That I beheld. 
Mine eyes did ſicken at the £;zht, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar. She once being looft, 
„% The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 
« Claps on his ſea-wing, like a doating mallard, 
« Leaving the fight in height, flies after her. 
} never ſaw an action of ſuch thame ; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Did violate fo itſelt. 

Ano, Alack, alack! 


Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the ſea is out of breath, 
And ſinks moſt lamentably. Had our General 
Been what he knew himſelf, it had gone well. 
Oh, he has given example tor our flight, 

Moſt grofsly, by his own: 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts ? why then, good. 
night, indeed. 

Can. Towards Peloponneſus are they fled. 

Scar. Tis eaſy to't. 

And there Iwill attend what further comes, 

Can, To Cæſar will I render 


My legions and my horle; ſix Kings already 


Shew me the way of yielding. 

Eus. Ill yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony, though my reaſon 
Sits in the wind againſt me. [Exeunt ſeveralliy, 


Enter Antony, with Eros, and other Aitendants, 


Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upoa't, 
It is alham'd to bear nie. Friends, come hither ; 
I am fo lated in the world, thatl 
Have loſt my way for ever, I'vea ſhip 
Laden with gold, take that, divide it; fly, 
And make your peace with Czar, 

Omnes. Fly! not we. 

Ant i've fled myſelf, and have inſtructed cowards 
To run, and ſhew their ſhoulders, Friends, be gone, 
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I have myſelf reſolv d upon a courfe, 
Which has no need of you. Be gone, 
My treaſure's in the harbour. I ake it—— oh, 
| follow'sd that I bluſh to look upon; 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 
For fear and doating. Friends, be gone; you 
Have letters from me to ſome friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not fad, 
Nor make replies of lothneſs; take the hint, 
W hich my deſpair proclaims, Let them be left, 
Which leave themſelves. To the fea-fide (traightway, 
1 will poficis you of that ſhip and treaſure, 
Leave me, | pray, a little, pray you 90 
Nay, do ſo; for indeed I've loſt command, 
1 h:refore, 1 pray you Il fee you by and by. 
[ Sits downs 


Euter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Iras, to Antony, 


Eros. Way, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him, 
Jras. Do, molt dear Queen. 
Char, Do? why, what elſe ? 
Cleo. Let me fit down ; oh Juno?! 
Ant. No, no, no, no, no, 
Eres. See you here, Sir! 
Ant. Oh ke, fie, fie, 
Char, Madam 
Irat. Madam, oh good Empreſs! 
Eros Sir, Sir. 
Aut. Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
© His ſxord e en like a dancer, while 1 ſtrook 
«« The lean and wrinkled Caſſius; and was 1 
„% That the mad Brutus ended; be alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave ſquares of war; yet now—no matter 
Cleo. Ah, ſtand by, | 
Eros, The Queen, my Lord, the Queen 
[ras. Go to him, Madam, ſpeak to him, 
He is unqualified with very ſhame. 
Cleo. Well then, ſuſtain me; oh! 
Eros. Moſt Noble Sir, ariſe, the Queen approaches; 
Het head's declin d, and death will ſeize her, but 
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Your comfort makes the reſcue. 
Ant. I have offended reputation; 
A moit unnoble ſwerving ——— . 
Eros, Sir, the Queen. 
Ant. O whither haſt thou led me, Agypt ? ſee 
How I convey my ſhame out of thine eyes ; 
By looking back on what I've left —— 
Soy d in diſhonour. 
Cleo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord; 
Forgive my fearful ſails; 1 little thought 
You would have follow'd. 
Fs Ant. Xgypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 
My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by th' ring, 
And thou ſhould'ſt towe me after. O'er my ſpirit 
Thy full ſupremacy thou knew ſt; and that 
Thy beck might trom the bidding of the gods 


un · Command me. 
Cleo. Oh, my pardon. 
ny. Ant. Now I mult 


To the young man ſend humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the ſhift of lowneſs; who, 
With half the bulk o' th' world, play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conquerer ; and that 
My iword, made weak by my affeQion, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 

Cleo. O, pardon, pardon. 

Ant, Fall not a tear, 1 ſay ; » one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt : give me a kiis, 
ven this repays me.. 
We ſeat our tchoclmalter ; is he come back? 
Love, I am full ef lead; iome wine, 
Within there, and cur viands, Fortune knows, 
We ſcorn her molt, when molt ſhe offers bluws [Ex2+ 


— SCENE VIII. Changes i» Ceſart camp. | 
Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolatella, Thyceus, wit others” 
Ce/. Let him appear that's come irow Antony. 
Know you bun? ' 
Dal. Calar, tis his ſchooimalter ; 
aches ; Au arguincut that he is pluck'd, Wi z hither 
ut . 
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He ſends ſo poor a pinnion of his wing, 
V\ hich had ſuperflaous kings for meſſengers, 
Not many moons gone by. 


Enter Ambaſader from Antony. 


Cz/. Approach, and ſpeak. 
Amb. Such as 1 am, I come from Antony: 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To the grand fea. 
C.z/. Be't fo, declare thine office, 
Amb. Lord of his fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Ægypt; which not 
He leſſens his requeſts, and to thee ſues 
To let him breathe between the heav'ns and earth, 
A private man-in Athens : this for him, 
Next, Cleopatra does confeſs thy greatneſs ; 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 
Czf. For Antony, 7 
J have no ears to his - The 
Of audience, nor deſire, ſhall fail, fo ſhe 
From Egypt drive her all-diſgraced friend, 
Or take his life there. I his it ſhe perform, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to them both. 
Amb Fortune purſue thee ! 
Cf. _ him through the bands, [ Exit. Ambaſ.” 
To try thy eloquence-now 'tis time : diſpatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra; promiſe; [To Thyreus, 
And, in our name, when ſhe requires, add more 
As thine invention offers, Women ate. not 
In their. beſt fortunes ſtrong; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch'd veſtal Try thy cunning, Thyreus; 
| Make thine own edi for thy pains, which we 
Will anſwer as a law, 
Thyr. Cx{/ar, | go. 
C Ob.erve how Antony becomes his flaw ; 
And what thou th.ak'ft his very action ſpeaks 
In every power that moves. | 
I r. Cxlar, | hall. ö LExeunt. 


rie 


3. 


reunt. 
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SCENE IX, Changes to Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, aud Iras. 


Cleo. What ſhall we do, Enobarbus? 

Eus. Drink and die“ 

Cleo, Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ? 

Ano. Antory only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reaſon. What although you fled 
From that great tace of war, whoſe ſeveral ranges 
Frighted each other? why thould he follow you? 
The itch of his affection ſhould not then 
Have nick d his captainſhip, at ſuch a point, 
When half to half the world oppos'd, he being. 
The meered queſtion, Twas a ſhame no leſs 
Than was his loſe, to courſe your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Pr'ythee, peace. 


Enter Antony, with the Ambaſſador. . 


Ant. Is that his anſwer ? 

Amb. Ay, my Lord. 

Ant. The Queen ſhall then have conrteſy, 
So ſhe will yield us up, 

Amb He ſays ic. 

Ant. Let her kaow't, | | 
To the boy Czar ſend this grizzled head, | 
And he will fili thy wiſhes to the brim 4 
With princ palities. 

Cleo Thy bead, my Lord! | 

Ant. To him again; tell him, he wears the roſe 
Of youth upon him; trom which the world ſhould note 
Something particular ; hi. coiu, ſhips, legions, 
May be a coward's, wh e miuiſters would prevail 
Under the ſervice uf a child, as ſoon 
As i' th* comman4 of Cr. 1 dare him therefore 
To lay his gay co nparitons apart, 

This reply of Muuba bus F.ems grounded upon a particularity. 
in the -eodut or Atony 2d Cleopatra, which is related by Plu- 
ta, Vit, uur tar dercut at Act um, they inſtituted a ſociety of 
frier s, Wen £01274 into engage Tm to die with them; not — 
in the r can ti ay part of their luxury, cxccls, and riot, in whi 
they had li ved before. 
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And anſwer me declin'd, ſword againſt ſword, 
Ourſelves alone; Ill write it, follow me. [Exit Antony, 

Eno. Yes, like enough; high-battled Cæſar will 
Unſtate his happineſs, and be ſtaged to th' ſhew 
Againſt a ſworder. _—** I fee mens' judgements are 
« A parcel of their fortunes. and things outward 
% Do draw the inward quality after them, 
« To ſuffer all alike, That he ſhould dream, 
Knowing all meaſures, the full Cæſar will 
Anſwer his emptineſs !——Cczſar, thou haſt ſubdu'd 
His judgement too. 

Enter a Servant. 


Ser. A meſſenger from Cæſar. 
Cleo, What, no more ceremony? ſee, my women. 
Againſt the blown roſe may they ſtop their noſe, 
That kneel'd unto the buds, Admit kim, Sir. 
Ano, Mine honeſty and I begiu to ſquare: [ Afde. 
Though loyalty well held to fouls, does make 
Our faith mere folly ; yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord, 
Does conquer him that did his maſter conquer, 
And earns a place i th' ſtory. 


Enter Thyreus. 


Cleo Cæ ar's will? 
Tyr. Hear it apart. 
Cleo. None but friends; ſay bold!y, 
Tyr. So, baply, are they triends to *ntony, 
Lues Ve nceds as many, zu, as (lar has; 
Or needs uot us it Cz(21 pl:afe, Our matter 
Will leap to be bis frier : tor, as you know, 
VW hoſe he is, we are aad that's Cztar's, 
r. So. N 
Thus then, thou wokl renown'd, Cæſar intreats, 
Not to conſider iu what cafe thou tanu't 
Further tha: ke is Celur. 
Cleo. Co on 3——-right royal. 
Thyr. He knows, that you -cabrace not Antony 
As yoa did love, but as yuu tcar'd him, . 
Cice. Oh! [ L/rde, 
Thyr. Ihs cars upen your honour, theretoic, he 


7. 
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ide, 
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Does pity, as conſtrained blemiſhes, 
Not as deſerv'd. 
Cleo. He is a god, and knows 
What is moſt right. Mine bunour was not yielded, 
But conquer'd merely. 
us. To be ſure of that, | 
1 will aſk Antony Sir, thou it fo leaky, [Aides 
That we mult leave thee to thy ſiuking, for 
Thy deareſt quit thee. [ Exit Kao. 
Thyr. Shall I fay to Czſar 
What you require of him? He partly begs 
To be deſir'd to give. It much wouid pleaſe him, 
hat of his fortunes you would make a itatf 
To lean vpon, But it would warm his fpirits, 
To hear from me you had left Antony, lord. 
And put yourſelf under his ſhroud, the univerſal land · 
Cleo, What's your name? ; 
Tyr. My name is Thyreus, 
Cleo. Moſt kind meſſenger, 
Say to great Czſar this: In deputation 
I kiſs his conquering hand: tell him, I'm prompt 
To lay my crown at's feet, and there to kneel ; 
Tell him, that from his all-obeying breath 
L hear the doom of Egypt. 
Thyr, Tis your nobleſt courſe, 
% Wiſdom and fortune combating together, 
«© If that the former dare but what it can, 
% No chance may thake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand 
Cleo. Your Cæſar's father oft, 
When he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, 
Beſtow d his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd kiſſes. 
SCENE X. Ester Antony and Xnobarbus, 


Amt, Favours! by Jove that thunders —— 
| [Seeing Thyreus &i/5 her handy 
What art thou, fellow ? —_ 
Thyr. One that but performs 
The bidding of the tulleſt man, and worthieſt 
To have command obey'd. 


Eno, You will be whipp'd. 
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Ant. Approach there—ah, you kite! now, gods 
and devils ! 
Authority melts from me of late, —When 1 cry'd, Hoa! 
Like boys unto a muſs, Kings would ſtart forth, 
And cry, Your will ? have you no ears ? 
I'm Aatony yet, Take hence this jack, and whip him, 


Enter Servants, 


ZEno.'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and ſtars! 
Whip him Were't twenty of the greateſt tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cæſar, ſhould | find them 


So ſaucy with the hand of the here, (what's her name, 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra ?),—whip him, fellows —— N 
Till, like a boy, you ſee him er inge his face, Th 
And whine aloud for mercy, Take him hence. To 
Thyr. Mark Antony Th 
Ant. Tog him away ; being whipp'd, Th 
Bring him again: this jack of Czſar's ſhall S Sh: 


Bear us an errand to him. [Exeunt with Thyreus, Te 
You were half blaſted ere I knew you: ha! [To Cleo. He 
Have I my pillow left unpreſs d in Rome, 
Forborn the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a jem of women, to be abus'd 
By one that looks on feeders ? 

Cles. Good my Lord 

Ant. You have been a boggler ever. 
But when we in our viciouſneſs grow hard, 
(Ob mitery on't!) the wiſe gods ſeal our eyes; 
In our own filth drop our clear judgements; make vs. 
Adore cur errors, laugh at's while we ftrut 
To our confuſion, . 

Cleo. Oh, is t come to this? 

Ant. I found you as a morſel, cold upon 
Dead Czlar s trencher : nay, you were a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey's; beſides what hotter hours, 
Unregilter'd in vulgar tame, you have 
Luxurwuſly pick'd out. For | am ſure, 
Though you can gueſs what temperance ſhould be, 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo, Wherefore is this ? 
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ds Ant, To let a fellow that will take rewards, - 

And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
al My play-fellow, your hand ; this kingly feal, 


And plighter of high hearts! O that 1 were 
Upon the hill of Bafan, to ont-roar 

m. The horned herd, for I have ſavage cauſe ! 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter'd neck, which does the hangman thank 
For being yare about him. Is he whipp'd ? 


Re-enter a Servant, with Thyreus. 
ries Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 
Ant. Cry'd he? and begg'd a' pardon ? 
Ser. He did aſk favour. 
Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou waſt not made his daughter; and be thou ſorry 
To follow Czfar in his triumph, fince 
Thou haſt been whipp'd for following him. Hence- 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, [forth 
Shake to look on't.—Go, get thee back to Cæſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment: look thou ſay 
He makes me angry with him : for he ſeems 
Proud and diſdainful, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was, He makes me angry; 
And at this time moſt eaſy tis to do'r: 
When my good ſtars, that were my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and ſhot their fires 
Into the abyſm of Hell. If he miſlike 
My ſpeech, and what is done, tell him, he has 
Hipparchus my infranchis'd bondman, whom 
He may at pleaſure whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he (hall like, to quit me. Urge it thou: 
Hence with thy ſtripes, be gone, [Exit Thyreus, 
Cles. Have you done yet? 
Ant. Ala. k, our terrene moon is now eclips'd, 
And it portends alone the fall of Antony. 
Cleo. I muſt ſtay his time. 
Ant. To flatter Cæſar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 
be,. Cleo Not know me yet ? 
Ant. Cold hearted toward me! 
Cleo. Ah dear, if I be fo, 
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From my cold heart let heaven ingender bail, : 
And poiſfon't in the ſource, and the firſt ſtone : 
Drop in my neck; as it determines, ſo 6 
Diſſolve my life ! the next Ceſario ſmite ! * 
Till by degrees the memory of my womb, n 
Together with my brave Agyptians all, if 
By the 3 of this pelletted ſtorm, bl 
Lie graveleſs; till the flies and gnats of Nile 


Have buried them for prey ! 
Ant. I'm ſatisfied. 
Cæſar ſets down fore Alexandria, where 
1 will oppoſe his fate. Our force by land F 
Hath nobly held; our ſever d navy too 
Have knit again, and float, threat'ning moſt ſea-like, 
V tere haſt thou been, ny heart? doſi thou hear, Lady? 05 
If from the field 1 ſhould return once more 
To kiſs theſe lips, I will appear in blood; 
I and my ſword will earn my chronicle ; 
There's hope in't yet. | 
Cleo. That's my brave Lord. 
Ant. 1 will be treble · ſinew d, hearted, breath d, 
And fight maliciouſly : for when my hours 
Were rice o and lucky, men did ranſom lives 
Of me ſor jeſts; but now I'll ſet my teeth, 
And ſend to darknels all that flop me, Come, 
Let's have one other gaudy night : call to me 
All my fad captains, fill our bowls; once more 
Let's mock the midnight-bell. 
Cleo. It is my birth-day; 
I had thought t'have held it poor: but ſince my Lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 
Ant. We will yet do well. 7 
Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my Lord. 
_—_— ſo, we'll ſpeak to them, and to night III 
orce 
The wine peep through their ſcars. Come on, my 
I here's ſap in't yet The next time I do fight, [Qucen; 
make death love me: for I will contend 
Even with his peſtilent ſeythe. [Exeunt, 
xo. Now hell outſtare the lightning; to be ju- 
rious, 
® nice, for delicate, conrily, flowing in peace. 
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Is to be frighted out of ſear; and, in that mood, 

«+ The dove will peck the eſtridge; and 1 ſee till 

« A diminution in our captain's brain 

% Reſtores his heart; when Valour preys on Reaſon, 
it eats the ſword it fights with: 1 will ſeek 


Some way to leave him, LExit. 


Cſar : Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, and Mecznas, with their army. 
Cæſar reading a letter. 


ay? Ceſ. 4 
! To beat me out of Ægypt. My meſſenger 
He hath whipp'd with rods, dares me to perſonal com. 
Czſar to Antony, Let the old ruffian know, [bat, 
He hath many other ways to die : mean time 
1 at his challenge laugh. 
Me. Cæſar muſt think, * 
When one ſo great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Gier Bin no boy but now 
Make boot of his diſtraction: never anger 
Made tor itſelf, 
Cef. Let our beſt heads 
Know that to-morrow the laſt of many battlcs 
We mean to fight. Within our files there are 
Of thoſe that Ferv'd Mark Antony but late, 
Fnough to fetch him in, See it be done ; 
And feaſt the army ; we have ſtore ta do't, 
And they have earn'd the waſte. Poor Antony! 
3 [ Exeung. 


SCENE Il. Thepalace in Alexandria. 


on, WJ Ezter Antony and Cleopatra, Xnobarbus, Charmian, 
Queen; Iras, Alexas, with others. 


Excunt, Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 
o be fu Eno. No. | | 
Ant. Why ſhould he not? 
Ano He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune. 
He's twenty men to one. 

Vor. VII. M 
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Ant. To-morrow, ſoldier, 

By fea and land Il fight: or I will live, 

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 

Shall make it live again, Woo't thou fight well ? 
Ano, Vl ſtrike, and cry, Take all, 
Ant. Well ſaid, come on: 

Call forth my houſhold ſervants, let's to-night 


Enter Servants, 


Be bounteous at our meal. Give me thy hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt ; ſo haſt thou, 
And thou, and thou, and thou: you've ſerv'd me well, 
And Kings have been your fellows. 
Cleo. What means this ? | 
Ens. Tis one of thoſe odd traits, which forrow ſhoots 
Out of the mind. 
Ant. And thou art honeſt too: H 
T wiſh I could be made ſo many men; 
And all of you clapp'd up together in 
An Antony; that I might do you ſervice, 
So good as you have done. 
Omnes. The gods forbid! 
Ant, Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night ; 
Scant not my cups, and make as much of me, 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 
And ſuffer'd my command. 
Cleo. What does he mean ? 
uo. To make his followers weep. 
Ant. Tend me to-night ; 
May be it is the period of ycur duty; 
Haply you ſhall not ſee me more; or if. 
A mangled ſhadow. It may chance to- morrow 
You'll ſerve another mafler, 1 _— 
As one that takes his leave, Mine friends,. 
I turn you not away; but like a maſter 
Married to your good ſervice, ſtay till death: 
Tend me to-night two hours, I aſk: no more, 
Ard the gods yield you fcr't ! 
Ano. What mean you, Sir, | 
To give them this diſcomfort ? look, they weep, 
And 1, an aſs, am onion-ey'd ; for ſhame, 
Transform us not to women, 


4. 
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Ant. Ho, ho, ho! 
Now the witch take “ me, if 1 meant it thus! 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall ! my hearty friends, 
You take me in too doforous a ſenſe ; | 
1 ſpake t' you for your comfort, did deſire you 
To burn this night with torches : know, my hearts, 
1 hope well of to-morrow, and will lead you 
Where rather I'll expect victorious life, 
Than death and honour. Let's to ſupper, come, 
And drown conſideration. [Exeunt, 


SCENE, A court of guard before the palace. 
Enter a company of Se/diers, 


1 Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day. 
2 Sold. It will determiue one way. Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets ? 
1 Sold. Nothing: what news? 
2 Sold. Belike tis but a rumour ; good night to you. 
1 Sold, Well, Sir, good night. 
[They meet <vith ether Soldiers. 
2 Sold. Soldiers have careful watch. 
1 Sold, And yon, good night, good night. 
[ They place themſelves in every corner of the ftage. 
2 Sold. Here, we; and if to morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an abſolute hope 
Our landmen will ſtand up. 
1 Sd. Tis a brave army, and full of purpoſe. 
[ Mufic of the hantbeys is under the age. 
2 S. Peace, what r.vitc ? 
1 $2/d, Liſt, lic! 
2 Sold Hark!) 
1 Sid. Muſic i' th air, 
3 Sold. Under the earth 
It :gns well, does it not? 
2 Sold No. 
1 Seld. Peace, I ſay : what ſhould this mean 
2 Seld, Tis the god Hercules who loved Antonv, 
Now leaves him. : 


1 Sid, Walk, let's ſee if other watchmen 
Do hear what we Co. 


* 4. c. blaſt, bewitch, 
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2 Sold. How now, Maſters ? [ Speat together. 

Omnes. How now, how now, do you hear this? 

1 Sold. Is't not range? 

3 Sold. Do you hear Maſters ? do you hear ? 

1 Sold. Follow the noiſe ſo far as we have quarter, 
Let's fee how *twill give off. 

Omnes, Content: tis ſtrange. LEFxeunt. 


SCENES UI. Changes to Clespatra's palace. 
Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with ethers, 


Ant. Eros, mine armour, Eros. 
Cleo. Sleep a little. 


Ant, No, my chuck : Eros, come, mine armoyr, 
Eros. 


Exter Eros. 


Come, my good fellow, put mine iron on; 
f fortune. be not ours to day, it is 
Becauſe we brave her. Come. 
Cleo. Nay, III help too, Antony. 
What's this for ? ah, let be, let be; thou art 
The armourer of my heart ;—falſe, falſe ; this, this; 
Sooth la, I'll help: thus it mult be. 
Ant Well, well, we ſhall thrive now ; 
Seeſt thou, my good fellow ! Go, put on thy defences, 
Eros. Briefly, Sir. 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well 2 
Ant. Rarely, rarely. 
He that unbuckles this, till we do pleaſe 
To doff't for our repoſe, ſhall bear a ſtorm. 
Thou fumbleſt, Eros; and my Quech's a ſquire 
More tight at this than thou; ditpatch. O love! 
T hat thou could't ſee my wary to day, and knew'lt 
The royal occupation; thou ſhould'lt lee 
A workman in't. 07 


Enter an armed Soldier. 


Gnod morrow to thee, welcome; 
1 hou lock ſt like him that knows a warlike charge: 
To buſineſs that we love we riſe betunze, 
And go to't with delight. 
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Sold. A Thouſand, Sir, 
Early though't be, have on their rivetted trim, 
And at the portexpe& you. [ Shout. Trumpets flouriſh. 


Enter Captains and Soldiers. 


Catt. The morn is fair: good morrow, General! 
All. Good morrow, General! 
Ant. Tis well blown, lads, 
This morning, like the ipirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 
So, ſo ; come, give me that, — this way—well ſaid. 
Fare thee well, dame ; whate'er becomes of me, 
This is a ſoldier's kifs : rebukeable, | 
And worthy ſhameful check it were, to ſtand - 
On more mechanic compliment : I'll leave thee 
Now, like a man of ſteel, You that will fight, 
Follow me cloſe, I' bring you to't : Adieu. [Exeur:,. 
Char. Pleaſe you to retire to your chamber : | 
Cleo. Lead me. ; | 
He goes forth gallantly : That he and Cæſar might | 
Determine this great war in ſingle fight! 
Then, Antony. but now, — weil on. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Changes to a Camp. 


Ti nmpets found, Enter Antony and Eros; @ Soldier 
meeting them. 


Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antony ! 

Ant. Would thou and. thoſe thy ſcars had once pre- 
To make me fight at land!  - [vaitd 

Eros. Hadi thou done fo, . 1 
The Kings that have revolted, and the ſoldier 
That has this morning leit thee, would have (ill: 


Follow'd thy heels. | | 
Ant. Who's this ing? 3 
S 


One ever near thee, Call for Anobarbus, 
He ſhall not hear thee ; or from Cztar's camp 
Say, I am none of thine.” 
Ant. What fay'tt thou ? 
Sold. Sir, | 1 
Ile is with Cæſar. ; 
Mz | 
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Eros, Sir, his cheſts and treaſure 
He has not with him. 

Ant. Is he gone? 

Sold. Moſt certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, ſend his treaſure after, do it. 
Detaia no jot, I charge thee: Write to him, 
J will ſubſcribe gentle adieus and greetings: 
Say, that 1 wiſh he never find more cauſe 
To change a maſter. Oh, my fortunes baye 
Corrupted honeſt ! diſpatch, my Eros. [Exeunt, 


SCENE F. Changes to Caſar's camp. 


Enter Czfar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, and Dola- 


bella. 

Cæſ. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight. 
oe n is, — & took alive; 
Make it ſo known. 

Agr. Czfar, I thall. 

Cæſ. The time of univerſal peace is near; 
Prove this a proſperous day, the three · naok d world: 
Shall bear the olive freely, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meß. Mark Antony. is come into the field. 
C Go, charge, Agrippa; 
Nlant thoſe that have revolted in the van, 
That Antony may ſcem to ſpend his fury 
Upon himſelf, [Exeuns. 
Ano Alexas did revolt, and went to Jew'ry on 
Affairs of Antony; there did perſuade | 
Great Herod to incline himſelt to Cæſar, 
And leave his maſter Antony, For*-this pains, 
Czſag hath hang'd. him:  Canidius, and the reſt, 
That fell away, have entertainment, but | 
No honourable truſt : I have dane ill, 
Of which 1 do accuſe myſelf io ſorely, 
That I will joy no more. a 


Enter a Soldier Cæſar 3. 


Sol. Xnobarbus, Antony . 
Hath after thee ſent all tby treaſure, wick. 
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His bounty over-plus, The meſſenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules, 

Eno, | give it you. 

Sold. Mock me not, ZXnobarbus, 
I tell you true; beſt you ſee ſafe the bringer 


Our of the hoſt ; I mult attend mine office, 8 
Or would have done 't myſelf, Your Emperor 
Continues ſtill a Jove. CExir, 


Ano. 1 am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel I am ſo moſt, O Antony, 
Thou mine of bounty, how would'ſt thou have paid 
My better, ſervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doſt fo crown with gold ! This bows my heart ; 
It ſwift, thought break it not, a ſwifter mean 
Shall our-ſtrike thought; but thought will do't, 1 feel. 
L fight againſt thee ! ——No, | will go ſeek 
Some ditch, where | may die; the foul't beſt fits 
My latter part of life, LExit. 


SCENE VI. Before the walls of Alexandria. 
Alarum. Drums and trumpets, Enter Agrippa. 


| Aer. Retise, we have engag'd ourſelves too far: 
Czſar himſelf has work, and our oppreſſion * 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exi#. 


Alarum, Enter Antony and Scarus wounded. 


Scar. O my brave Emperor | this is fought indeed ; 
Had we done ſo at firſt, we had droven them home 
With clouts abqut their heads. 

Ant. Thou bieed'ſt apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T. 

But now tis made an H. 

Ant, They do retire, 

Scar, We'll beat 'em into bench-holes ; 1 have yet 
Room for fix icotches more. 


Enter Eros, 


Eres. They're beaten, Sir, and our adrantage ſerves 
For a fair victory. | 


2 -Oppreſſion for oppoſition, 


142 Anteny and Cle:patre. Ack 4. 


Scar. Let us ſcore their backs, | 
And ſnatch em up, as we take hares, behind; 
"Tis ſport to maul a runner, 
Ant. 1 will reward thee, 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-ſold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 
Scar. Il halt after. [ Exeunt. 


Alarum. Enter Antony again in a march, Scarus with 
others. 


Ant. We've beat him to his camp; run one before, 
And let the Queen know of our geits ; to-morrow, 
Beſore the ſun ſhall ſee's, we'll ſpill the blood 
That has to day efcap'd. I thank you all; 

For doughty handed ate you, and have fought 

Not as you ſerv'd my cauſe, but as't had been 

Each man's like mme; you've thown yourſelves all 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends, [ HeQors, 
Tell them your feats, whilſt they with joyful tears 
Waſh the congealment from your wounds, and kiſs 
The honour'd gaſhes whole. Give me thy hand. 


Scarus. 
Enter Cleopatra. ou 


% To this great faiery * I'll commend thy acts, 
* Make her thanks bleſs thee. O thou day o'th' world, 
% Chain mine arm'd neck; leap thou, attire and all, 
Through proof of harneſs, to my heart, and there 
« Ride on the pants triumphing, - 
Cleo. Lord of Lords ! WEL. 
Oh, infinite virtue ! com'ſt thou ſmilipg from 
l be world's great ſnare uncaught bi 

Ant. My nightingale ! : 
We've beat them to their beds. What! girl, tho* gray 
Do ſomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ha ve 
A brain that nouriſhes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this mad; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ; 
Kiſs it, my warrior ; he hath fought to-day, 
As if a god in hate of mankind had 

* Fiery for inchantres; in which ſenſe the word is often vid 
u the old romances, 
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« Deſtroyed in ſuch a ſhape. 

Cleo I'll give thee, friend, 
An armour all of gold ; it was a king's. 

Ant. He has deferv'd it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phœbus' car.——Give me thy hand; 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march; 
Bear our hack'd 2 like the men that owe them. 
Had our t palace the capacit 
To ——_ hoſt, we would all ſup 
And drink carouſes to the next day's fate, 
Which promiſes royal peril. Trumpeters, 
With brazen din blaſt you the city's ear, 
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines, 
That heav'n and earth may (irike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our approach, [Exeunt. 


SCENE Vil, Changes to Cæſar's camp. 
Enter a Centry, and Bis company. Knobarbus fellows, 


Cent. If we be not relieved within this hour. 
We muſt return to th* court of guard ; the night 
Is ſhiny, and they ſay we ſhall embattle 
By th' ſecond hour i th* morn. 
1 Watch. This laſt day was a ſhrewd one to's. 
Eno. O bear me witneſs, night ! 
2 Watch, What man is this ? 
1 Watch, Stand cloſe, and liſt him. 
no. Be witneſs to me, O thou bleſſed moon, 
When men revolted ſhall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Encbarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 
Cent. Xnobarbus ? | 
3 Watch. Peace; hark further. 
Ano, Oh ſovereign miſtreſs of true melancholy, 
1% The poiſonous damp of night diſpunge upon me, 
% That life, a very rebel to my will, 
+ May hang no longer on me, Throw my heart 
Againſt the fl nt and hardneſs of my fault, 
V hich being dried with grief, will break to powder, 
And finiſh all toul thoughts, Oh Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is iniamous, 
Fergive me in thine own particular; 
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But let the world rank me in regiſter 
A maſter leaver, an4 a fugitive : 
Oh Antony ! oh Antony ! [ Dies. 
1 Watch. Let's ſpeak to him. 
Cent, Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 
May concern Cæſar 
2 Watch, Let's do ſo, but he ſleeps. 
Cent. Swoons rather, for ſo bad a prayer as his 
Vas never yet for ſleep. 
1 Hatch. Go we to him. 
2 Watch, Awake, Sir, awake, ſpeak to us. 
3 I. tch. Hear yon, Sir? 
Cent. The hand of death hath raught him. 
[ Drums afar <<. 
Hark, how the drums demurely “ wake the ſleepers : 
Let's bear him to the court of guard; he is of ngte. 
Our hour is fully out 
2 Watch, Come on then, he may recover yet. [ Exeurt, 


SCENE VIE. Between the two camps. 
Enter Antony and Scarus, with their army. 


Ant. Their preparation is to day by ſea, 
We pleaſe them not by land. 
Scar. For both, my Lord. 
Ant. I would they'd fight i“ th' fire, or in the air, 
We'd fight there too. Bur this it is; our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city 
Shall ſtay with us. Order for fea is given; 
They have put forth the haven : Further on, 
Where their appointment we may beſt diſcover, 
And look on their endeavour f. [Exeunt. 


Enter Cæſar and his army. 


Caf. But being charged, we will be till by land, 
Which, as I take't, we ſhall; for his beſt force 
Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales, 


And hold our beſt advantage. [ Exennt. 


[ Alarum afar off, as at a ſea-fight- 


ely, for ſolemnly. 
here we may beſt diſcover their numbers, and fre tlieir 


+ i. e. 
meeting. 
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- Enter Antony and Scarus. 


Art. Yet they are not join'd : 

Where yon pine ſtands, I thall diſcover all; 

1'll bring thee word ſtraight, how tis like to go. [ Exit, 
Scar. Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra's fails their neſts. The augurs 

Say, they know not—they cannot tell—look grimly. 

And dare not ſpeak their knowledge. Antony 

Is valiant, and dejected; and by ſtarts, 

His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear 


Of what he has, and has not. [Exit, 
SCENE IX. Changes to the palace in Alexandria. 
Enter Antony. 


Ant. All's loſt! this foul Fgyprian hath betray'd me! 
My fleet hath yielded to the foes, and yonder b 
1 hey caſt their caps up, and carouſe together 

Like friends long loſt. Triple-turn'd whore ! 'tis thou 
Haſt fold me to this novice, and my heart 

Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all fly ; 

For when I am reveng'd upon my charm, 

I have done all. Bid them all fly, be gone. 

„Oh, ſun, thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no more: 

„ Fortune and Antony part here, even here 

„Do we ſhake hands—all come to this !—the 

That pantler'd me at heels, to whom I gave 

% Their wiſhes, do diſcandy, melt their ſweets ' 

« On bloſſoming Cæſar: And this pine is bark d, 

That overtopt them all. Betray'd I am, 

Oh, this falie ſoul of Egypt! this gay charm, 

Whoſe eye beck'd farth my wars, and call'd them home, 
Whoſe boſom was my crownet, my chief end, 

Like a right gypſy, hath at faſt and looſe 

Bepuil'd me to the very heart of loſs ®, 

What, Eros ! Eros !- 


Enter Cleopatra, 
Ah! thou ſpell ! avant. | 
he, e. To the very centre; alluding to the term of the heart of 
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Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his love ? 
An. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh Cæſar's triumph. Let him take thee, 

And hoiſt thee up to the ſhouting Plebeians ; 

Follow his chariot, like the greateſt ſpot 

Of all thy ſex. Moſt monſter-like, be ſhewn 

For poor ſt diminatives, for doits ; and let 

Patient Octavia plow thy viſage up 

With her prepared nails ®, Tis well ary gone, 

Exit Cleopatra, 

If it be well to live. But better twere, 

Thou felF{ into my fury; for one death 

Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa ! 

The ſhirt of Neſſus is upon me; teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine anceſtor; thy rage 

Led thee lodge Lichas on the horns o' th' moon, 

And with thoſe hands that graſp'd the heavieſt club, 
Subdue thy worthieſt ſelf. The witch ſhall die ; 

To the young Roman boy ſhe hath fold me, and i fall 
Under his : the dies fort. Eros, boa! [ Exit. 


Re-enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian, 


Cleo. Help me, my women ! oh, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his ſhicld ; the boar of Theſſaly 
Was never ſo imboſs'd. 

Char, To th' monument, 

There lock yourſelf, and fend him word you're dead. 
„The ſoul and body rive not more in parting, 
«© Than greatneſs going off. 
Cleo. To th' monument: 
Mardian, E I have ſlain myſelf ; 
Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Antony !- | 
And word it, pr'ythee, piteouſly. Hence, Mardian, 
And bring me how he takes my death. To the monu- 
ment, [Exeunt. 


SCENE X. Re-enter Antony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ſt me. 
Eros. Ay, Noble Lord. 
Ant. * Sometime we ſee a cloud that's dragoniſh ; 


i. e. Wich nails which ſhe ſuſſered to grow for this purpoſe, 


ob i FELT 0 


OS 


> 2 


<a as &. _  __ 


b 
| 
| 


ge. 10. Antony and Cleopatra. 147 


A vapour, ſometime like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon't, that nod unto the world, 
And mock our eyes with air. Thou'ſt ſeen theſe ſigns, 
* They are black veſper's pageants, 

Eros, Ay, my Lord. 

Ant. * That which is now a horſe, even witk a 
thought 
The rack diſlimns, and makes it indiſlinct 
* As water is in water. 

Eros. It do's, my Lord. | 

Ant. My knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
Fven ſuch a ; here I'm Antony, 
Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape, my knave. 
I made theſe wars for Egypt; and the Queen, 
Whoſe heart I thought 1 had, (for ſhe had mine; 
Which, whilſt it was mine, had annex'd unto't 
A million more, now loſt !) ſhe, Eros, has 
Pack'd cards with Cæſar, and falſe play'd my glory 
Unto an enemy's triumph 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 
Ourſelves to end ourſelves. 

Enter Mardian, 

Oh, thy vile Lady ! 
Sh' has robb'd me of my ſword. 

Mar. No, Antony ! | 
My miſtreſs lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 

Ant, Hence, ſaucy eunuch, peace, ſhe hath betray'd 
And ſhe ſhall die the death. [me, 
Mar. Death of one perſon can be paid but once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg'd. What thou would ſt do, 

* Is done unto thy hand ; the laſt ſhe ſpake 
* Was Antony! Moſt Noble Antony ! 
* Then in the midſt a tearing groan did l reak 
* The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips; ſhe render d life, 
* Thy name fo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then ? 

Mar. Dead, 


Vor. VII. N 
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Ant. Unarm me, Eros, the long day's taſk is done, 
And we muſt ſleep ; that thou depart'ſt hence ſafe, 
Does pay thy labour richly ; go [Exit Mar dian. 
Off, pluck off; 
The tevenfold ſhield of Ajax cannot 
The battery from my heart. O cleave, my ſides ! 
Heart, once be ſtronger than thy continent, 

Crack thy frail caſe ! apace, Eros, apace. 
No more a foldier——bruiſed pieces, go; 

[Uncrming bimſelf.. 
You have been nobly borne ;-— from me a while 


[ Exit Eros, 
J will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So't muſt be, for now 
All length is torture ; fince thy torch is out, 
Lie down, and ſtray no further. Now all labour 
Mars what it Coes, yea, very force intangles 
Itſelf with ſtrength; ſeal then, and all is dore. 
Eros !—1 come, my Queen—Eros ! —ſtay for me, 
Where ſouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand, 
And with our ſprightly port make the ghoſts gaze ; 
Dido and her Sichzus “ ſhall want troops, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros ! 


Enter Eros. 


Eros, What would my Lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 
I've liv'd in ſuch diſhonour, that the gods 
Deteſt my baſeneſs. 1, that with my ſword 
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* ZEncas is in all the old editions; but is rightly altered in ſome 
of the latter to Sic hans: For Dido's fonencis did not reach to the 
other world: ſhe then deſpiſed Æucas, and returned to her old affec- v 

Tandem cerrifuit ſeſe, atque inimica 72 15 

In newus umbriſerum ; ci junx uli prifiinus ili 

Redet curis, aquetgue Sichers amoreme | 11 
This ecmpariſon of Antery to Sichæus is remarkably appeſite. Si- 
chaus was murdered by his brother Pygmalion for bis wealth, cn . | 
which his wife Dido fed into Atrica : So Antony was fought with and a 
Ccfcated at Aftium hy bis brother Octav ius, for his ſhare of the do. Be 
minien of the un; whereon Cleopatra fled from the victor's rage 1 
mo Fxyrt. N 
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Quarter'd the world, and o'er green Neptune's back, 
With ſhips, made cities, condema myſelf, to lack 
The courage of a woman; leſs noble- minded 
Than ſhe, which, by her death, our Cæſar tells, 
« 1m conqueror of myſelf.” Thou art ſworn, Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed, when I thould fee behind me 
Th' inevitable proſecution of diſgrace 
And horror, that on my command thou then 
Would'ſt kill me. Do it, for the time is come. 
Thou ſtrikꝰſt not me, tis Czſar thou defeatꝰ ſt. 
Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eros, The with-hold me ! 
Shall 1 do that, which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, loſt aim, and could not? 


n, Eros, 
Would'ſ thou be window'd in great Rome, and ſee 
Thy maſter thus with pleach'd arms bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face ſubdu'd 
To penetrative ſhame : Whil'ſt the wheel'd ſeat 
Of fortunate Cæſar, drawn before him, branded 
His baſeneſs that enſued ? 

Eres. 1 would not ſee t 

Ant. Come then; for with a wound I maſt be cuc d. 
Draw that thy honeſt ſword, which thou halt wora. 
Moſt uſeful for thy country. 

Eros. Oh, Sir, pardoa me, 

Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor'lt thou not 
To do this when I bade thee ? do it at once, {thea 
Or thy precedent ſervices are all 
Bur accidents unpurpos d. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the worſli'p of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo thee— [Turning ſrom him, 

Eros, My ſword is drawn, 

Ant. Then let it do at once 


The thing why thou haſt drawn it. 


Ercs, My dear malter, 
My Captain, and my Emp'ror ! Let me ſay, 
Before 1 ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewel. 
Ant, Tis ſaid man, —and farewel. 
Eros, Farewel, great chief. Shall 1 ftrike now? 
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Ant. Now, Eros. 

Ee. Why, there then [Eros kills himſelf. 
Thus do 1 eſcape the forrow | 
Of Antony's death. [ Dies. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myſelf ! 

Thou teacheſt me, oh, valiant Eros, what 
1 thould, and thou could't not: My Queen and Eros 
Have by their brave inſtructions got upon me 
A nobleneſs in record, But I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into't. 
As to a lover's bed. Come then; and, Eros, 
Thy maſler dies thy ſcholar ; to do thus 
| [Falling on his fword. 0 
learned of thee», How, not yet dead ? not dead 
The guard—— ho !—— oh, diſpatch me. 


SCENE XI, Enter Dercetas, and Guard. 


1 Guard, What's the noiſe? ——— 
Ant. I've done my work ill, friends, 
O make an end of what I have begun, 

2 Guard, The ſtar is fall'n. 

1 Guard, And time is at his period |! 

All. Alas, and wee 

Aut. Let him that lcves me, ſtrike me dead. 
F. Guard. Not J. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 


3 Guard, Nor any one. [Exeunts 
Der. Thy death and tortunes bid thy followers fly. 80 
This ſword but ſhewn to Cæſar, with cheſe tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 
Enter Diomedes. | 
Dis, Where's Antony ? a ( 
Der. There, Diomed, there. A} 
Dio, Lives he? wilt thou not anſwer, man ? Bu 
At. Art thou there, Dicmed ? draw thy ſword, and Pre 
Sufficing ſtrokes for death. [ give me 


Dis. Moſt abſolute Lord, 

My miſtreſs. Cleopatra ſent me to thee, 
Ant. When did the ſend thee 2 
Dia. Now, my Lord, 

Ant. Where is ſhe ? 
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Dio. Lock'd in her monument. She had a prophe- 
ſying fear 
Of what hath come to paſs. For when ſhe ſaw 
(Which never ſhall be found) you did ſuſpect 
She had diſpos'd with Cæſar; and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent word ſhe was dead. 
But fearing ſince how it might work, hath ſent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and 1 am come, 
I] dread, too late, ; 
Ant, Too late, good Diomed ; call my guard, 1 


pr'ythee. | 
Dio. What, ho ! the Emperor's guard. The guard. 
Come, your Lord calls. { What, hoa ! 


Enter the Guard. 


Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides; 
'Tis the laſt ſervice that i ſhall command you. 

Guard. Woe are we, Sir ! you may not live to wear 
All your true follow'rs out. 
All. Moſt heavy day! 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp fate 
To grace it with your ſorrows. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up, 

I have led you oft: carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. [ Exeunt, bearing Antony. 


SCE NE XII. Changes to a magnificent monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and iras, a5-ve, 
Cleo Oh Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char Be comforted, dear Madam. 
Cleo. No, I will not. 

All ſtrange and terrible events are welcome, 

But comforts we deſpiſe; our ſize of ſorrow 

Proportion'd to our cauſe, mult be as great 

As that which makes it. 


Enter Diomedes, 


How now ? is he dead ? 
Dis. His death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o' th' other fide your monument, 
* N 3 
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His guard have brought him hither. 
Enter Antony, berne by the Guard, 


Clio. O theu ſun, 
Turn from th' great ſphere thou mov'ſt in — darkling 
1 be varying ſhore o/ th' world! O Antony! [ſtand 
Help, Charmian; telp, Iras, help; help, friends, 
Below; let's draw him hither, 
Int. Peace, 
Not Cæſar's valour hath o'erthrown Antony, 
But Antony hath triemph'd on himſelf. 
Cleo. So it ſhould be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony; but, woe, tis ſo! 
Ant, 1 am dying, Agypt, dying ; only yet 
I here importune death a while, until 
If many thouſand k ſſes the poor laſt . 
1 lay upon thy lips. —- Come down, 
Cleo, I dare not, 


(Dear, dear my Lord, your pardon, that I dare not), 


Leit 1 be taken, Not th' imperious ſnhew 
Of the full fortun'd Cæſar ever ſhall 
Be brooch'd with me: if knife, _ ſerpents, have 
Fdge, ſting, or operation, | am fate ; 
Your wiſe Octavia, with her modeſt eyes 
And ſtill concluſion, ſhall acquire no honour, 
Lemuring upon me. But come, come, Antony, 
Help me, my women; we mult draw thee up 
Aſlill, good friends. 
Ant. Oh, quick, or I am 
Cleo. Here's ſport, indeed how weighs 
Cur ſtrength is all gone into heavineſs, [my Lord! 
That wakes the weight. Had I great Juno's power, 
1 he ſirong-wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſet thee by Jove's ſide. Yet come a little 
W iſliers were ever fools. Oh come, come, come 
[ They draw Antony up to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome. Die where thou haſt liv d; 
Quicken with kiſſing ; bad my lips that power, 
Thus I would wear them out, 
All. © heavy fight !. 
Ont. Jam drirg, Agypt, dying. 
eue has vie, aud let me {peak a little. 
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Cles. No, let me ſpeak, and let me rail ſo high, 
That the falſe huſwite Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok'd by my offence. 

Ant. One word, ſweet Queen. 

Of Cæſar ſeek your honour, with your ſafety—you—. 


Cleo They do not go together, 
Ant Gentle, hear me ; 


None about Cæſar truſt, but Proculeius. 
Cleo. My reſolution and my hands I'll truſt ; 
None about Cæſar. 
Ant. The miſerable change now at my end, 
Lament nor ſorrow at : bur pleaſe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former fortunes, 
Wherein 1 liv'd the greatelt prince o“ th world, 
The nobleſt once: and do not now baſely die, 
Nor cowardly put off my helmet to 
My countryman : A Roman, by a Roman. 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd, Now, my ſpirit is = + ; 
% I can no more Antony dies. 
Cleo, Nobleſt of men !——woo't die? 

Haſt thou no care of me? ſhall 1 abide 

In this dull world, which in thy abſence is 

No better than a ſtye ? O fee, my women 

The crown o' th' earth doth melt my Lord! 

Oh, wither'd is the garland of the war, 

The ſoldier's pole is tall'n : young boys and girls 

Are level now with men; the odds is gone ; 

And there is nothing left remarkable, 


Beneath the viſiting moon. [She ſaints., 
hs Char. Oh, quietneſs, Lady! 
11 Trat. She's dead too, our ſor ereign. 
IC, Char, Lady! 
Iras. Madam! 


Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madan — 


"we Irat. Royal Egypt! - 
ra. Char. Peace, peace, Ifis f 
d; Cleo. . — 


% By ſuch poor paſſion as the maid that milks, 

* And does the meaneſt chares !——It were for me 
* To throw my ſceptre at th' injurious gods; 

* To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 


Till they had ſtoln our jewel. All's but naught; 
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% Patience is ſottiſh, and impatience does 

„ Become a dog that's mad : then is it fin, 

«© To ruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 

«© Ere death dare come to us? how do you, women? 
«© What, what, good cheer ! why, how now, Charmian? 
% My noble girls ?!——ah, women, women ! look, 

« Our lamp is ſpent, tis out —— good Sirs, take heart, 
« We'll bury him ; and then what's brave, what's noble, 
« Let's do it after the high Roman faſhion, 

% And make death proud to take us, Come away, 
This caſe of that huge ſpirit now is cold. 

Ah, women, women! come, we have no friend 

But reſolution, and the brieſeſt end. 


Ad 5. 
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[Exeunt bearing of Antony's body. 
& $3 -:% SCENE I 
Cefar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Mecznas, Procu- 
leius, Gallus, and train. 


Cef. o to him, Dolabella, bid him 
CG Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, * 

He mocks the pauſes that he makes. 
Del. Czfar, I ſhall. [Exit Dolabella. 


Enter Dercetas, with the ſword of Antony. 


Cæſ. Wherefore is that ? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
ppear thus to us 
Der. 1 am call'd Dercetas ; 
Mark Antony I ſerv'd, who beſt was worthy 
Beſt to be ſerv'd ; whilſt he ſtood up, and tpoke, 
He was my maber, and I wore my lite 
Jo ſpend upon his haters. If thou pleaſe. 
To take me to thee, as 1 was to him 
In be to Czar : if thou pleaſeſt not, 
1 yield thee up my life. 
Caf. What is't thou ſay'ſt ? 
Der. | ſay, oh Cæſar, Antony is dead. 
Cæſ. The breaking of fo great a thing ſhould make 
A greater crack. The round world (hould have ſhouk 
Lions into civil Rrecis, and citizens 
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Into their dens—The death of Antony 
Is not a fingle doom, in that name lay 
A moiety of the world 
Der. He is dead, Cæſar, 
Not by a public miniſter of juſtice, 
Nor by a hired knife; but that ſeli-hand 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did, | 
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his ſword, 
I robb'd his wound of it: behold ic Rain'd 
With his moſt noble blood. 
Ceſ. Look you ſad, friends: 
The gods rebuke me, but it is a tiding 
To walh the eyes of Kings 
Agr. And ſtrange it is, 
That nature muſt compel us to lament 
Our moſt perliſted deeds, 
Mec. His taints and honours 
Weigh'd equal in him, 
Ar. A rarer ſpirit never 
Did ſteer humanity ; but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Cæſar is touch'd, 
Mec. When ſuch a ſpacious mirror's ſet before him, 
He needs muſt ſee himſelf. 
Cef. O Antony! 
I've tollow d thee to this but we do lance 
Diſeaſes in our bodies. 1 muſt perforce 
Have ſhewn to thee ſuch a declining day, 
Or look d on thine ; we could not ſtall together 
la the whole world. But yet let me lament 
With tears as ſovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou my brother, my competitor 
In top of all deſign, my mate in empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of war, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine its thoughts did kindle ; that our ſtars, 
Unreconcileable, (t.ould have divided 
Our equalneſs ro this. Hear me, good friends, 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter fcaſon. ——— 
The buſineſs of this man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he ſays, Whence are you? 
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Enter an Xgyptian, 
Kerst. A ian yet; the Queen my mi- 


A poor Agyptian 

Confin'd in all ſhe has, (her monument}, (ſtreſs, 
Of thy intents deſires inſtruction ; 
That ſhe preparedly may frame herſelf 
To th' way ſhe's forc'd w. 

Cæſ. Bid her have heart ! 
She ſhall know of us, by fome of ours, 
How honourably and how kindly we 
Determine for her, For Cæſar cannot live 
To be ungentle 

#gypt. May the gods preſerve thee. Exit, 
Cf. Come hither, Proculeius ; go, and ſay, 
We purpoſe her no ſhame ; give her what comforts 
The quality of her paſſion ſhall require; 
Leſt in her greatneſs, by ſome mortal ſtroke 
She do defeat us: for her life in Rome 
Would be eternaling our triumph. Go, 
And with your ſpeedieſt bring us what ſbe ſays, 
And how you find her, 


Pro. Czfar, I ſhall. * | [Exit, Proculeius, 
Czſ. Gallus, go you along; where's Dolabella, 

To ſecond Proculeius ? Exit. Gallus, 
All, Dolabella ! 


C. Let him alone; for I remember now, 
How he's employ d: he ſhall in time bz ready. 
Go wich me to my tent, where you ſhall fee 
How hardly I was drawn into this war; 
How calm and gentle I proceeded (till 
In all my writings. Go with me, and ſee 
What l can ſhew in this, [Exeunt. 


SCENE H. Changes le. the monument, 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and Se- 
leucus, above. 


Cleo, My deſola tion does begin to make 
A better life: tis paltry to be Cæſar; 
Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave, 
A miniſter of her will; and it is great 
Te do that thing that eads all other deeds ;, 


it. 


ut. 
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Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
[Lvlls wearied nature to a ſonnd repoſe] “, 
(Which fleeps, and never palates more the dug), 
The beggar's nurſe, and Cæſar's. 


Enter Proculeius. 


Pro. Cæſar ſends greeting to the Queen of Egypt, 
And bids thee ſtudy on what fair demands 
Thou mean'ſt to have him grant thee. 
Cleo. Whar's thy name ? 
Pro. My name is Proculeius. 
Cleo, Antony | 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you; but 
do not greatly care to be deceiv'd, 
That have no uſe for truſting. If your maſter 
Would have a Queen his beggar, you muſt tell him, 
That Majeſty, to keep decorum, muſt 
No leſs beg than a kingdom : if he pleaſe 
To give me conquer'd Ægypt for my ſon, 
He gives me ſo mach of mine own as I 
Will kneel for to him with thanks. ; 
Pro. Be of good cheer : * 
You're fall'n into a princely hand, fear nothing; 
Make your full ref rence freely to my Lord, 
Who is fo full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need. Let me report to him 
Your ſweet dependency, and you ſhall find 
A conqu'ror that will pray in aid 4 for kindneſs, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 
Cleo. Pray you tell him, 
am his fortune's vaſſal, and | ſend him 
The greatneſs he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience, and would gladly 
Look him i' th' face. 
Pro. This 1'll report, dear Lady. 
Have comfort ; for 1 know your plight is pity'd 
Of him that caus'd it. 
[Here Gallus, and guard, aſcend the monument by 
a ladder, and enter at a back window. 


* This Rue is inſerted by Mr Warburton, to ſupply a line loſt. 


t Praying in aid, is a law term, uſed for a petition made in 2 
court of juſtice, tor the calling in of help from another that bath 
«2 intereſt in the cauſe in queſtion. 
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Gall. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpris d. 
Pro. Guard her till Cæſar come. 
Tras. O Royal Queen ! 4 
Char. Oh, Cleopatra! thou art taken, Queen.—— a 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands [| Drawing a dagger. 
[The monument is open'd; Proculeius ruſhes in, 
b and diſarms the Queen. 
Pro, Hold, worthy Lady, hold : 
Do not yourſelf ſuch wrong, who are in this 
Bereav'd, but not betray'd. 
dogs of lan- Y 


Cleo. 3 too, that rids our 
iſh 

Pre. "Do not abuſe my maſter's bounty, by 
Th” undoing of yourſelf: let the world fee 
His nobleneſs well aded, which your death 2 
Will never let come forth. N 

Cleo. Where art thou, Death? 
Come hither, come; oh, come, and take a Queen 
Worth many babes and beggars. 

Pro. Oh, temperance, Lady ! 

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, Sir: 
If idle time will once be neceſſary, x 
I'll not fleep neither. This mortal houſe I'll ruin, 
Do Cæſar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion'd at your maſter's court, 
Nor once be chaſtis'd with the ſober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoilt me vp, 
And ſhew me to the ſhouting varletry 
Of cens'ring Rome ? rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave unto me! rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me ſtark nak'd, and Jet the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorriag ! rather make | 
My country's highelt pyramid my gibbet, 
And hang me up in chains ! 6 

Pro. You do extend 
Theſe thoughts of horror further than you ſhall 
Find cauſe in Cæſar. 

SCENE III. Enter Dolabella, 


Del. Proculeius, 
What thou haſt done thy maſter Czſar knows, 
And he hath ſent for thee. As for the Queen, 
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II take her to my 
Pro. So, Dolabella, « 


It ſhall content me beſt; be gentle to her. 
To Czar I will ſpeak what you ſhall pleaſe, LZo Cleo. 
if you'll employ me to him. 

Cleo. Say, I would die. [ Exe. Proculeius and Gallus, 


Deol. Moſt Noble Empreſs, you have heard of me 
Cleo, I cannot tell, 


Del. Aſſuredly you know me. 
Cleo. No matter, Sir, what | have heard or known: 


You laugh when boys or women tell their dreams; 
Is t net your trick? 


Del. I underſtand not, Madam. 
Cleo. I dream'd there was an Emp'ror Antony: 


Oh ſuch another ſleep, that I might fee 
But ſuch another man! 


Dol. If it might pleaſe e 
Cleo, His face was as the heav'ns; and therein ſtuck 


A ſun and moon, which kept their courſe, and lighted 
The little O o' th' earth. 


Del. Moſt ſovereign creature! 

Cleo. His legs beſtrid the ocean; his rcar'd arm 
Creſted the world; his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned ſpheres, when that to friends; 
But when he meant to quail, and ſhake the orb, 


He was as rattling thunder, For his bounty, 


There was no winter int: an autumn 'twas, 
That grew the more by reaping. His delights 
Were dolphin-like, they ſhew'd their back above 
The element they liv'd in; in his livery 
Walk'd crowns and coronets, realms and iſlands were 
As plates dropp'd trom his pocket. 
Cleo. T hink you there ab: a man 
As this I dream'd ot? 
Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 
Cleo. You lie up to the hearing of the gods; 


- But if there be, or ever were one ſuch, 


'Tis paſt the ſine of dreaming: Nature wants ſtuff 
Jo vie ſtrange forms with Fancy; yet t' imagine 
An Antony, were Nature's prize gainſt Fancy, 
—— ſhadows quite. 


138 Antony and Cleopatra. AQ f. 


Gall. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpris d. 
Pro. Guard her till Cæſar come. 
Tras. O Royal Queen ! 
Char. Oh, Cleopatra! thou art taken, Queen. 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands [ Drawing a dagger. 
[The monument is open'd; Proculeius ruſhes in, 
N and diſarms the Queen. 
Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold : 
Do not yourſelf ſuch — 4 who are in this 
Bereav'd, but not betray'd. 
Cleo. — too, that rids our dogs of lan- 
I 
Pro. "Do not abuſe my maſter's bounty, by 
Th” undoing of yourſelf: let the world fee 
His nobleneſs well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 
Cleo. Where art thou, Death? 
Come hither, come; oh, come, and take a Queen 
Worth many babes and beggars. 
Pro. Oh, temperance, Lady ! 
Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, Sir: 
If idle time will once de neceſſary, 
I'll not fleep neither. This mortal houſe I'll ruin, 
Do Cæſar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion'd at your maſter's court, 
Nor once be chaſtis'd with the ſober eye | 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoilt me vp, 
And ſhew me to the ſhouting varletry 
Of cens'ring Rome ? rather a ditch in Xgypt 
Be gentle grave unto me! rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me ſtark nak'd, and Jet the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorriag ! rather make 
My country's higheſt pyramid my gibbet, 
And hang me up in chains ! . 
Pro. You do extend 
Theſe thoughts of horror further than you ſhall 
Find cauſe in Cæſar. 
SCENE III. 


Del. Proculeius, 
What thou haſt done thy maſter Czſar knows, 


And he hath ſent for thee. As for the Queen, 


- 


Enter Dolabella, 
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I'll take her to my 
Pro. So, Dolabella, 6 
It ſhall content me beſt; be gentle to her. 
To Czar I will ſpeak what you ſhall pleaſe, [To Cleo, 
if you'll employ me to him. 
Cleo. Say, I would die. [ Exe. Proculeius and Gallus. 


Deol. Moſt Noble Empreſs, you have heard of me 
Cleo. I cannot tell, 


Del. Aſſuredly you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, Sir, what | have heard or known : 
You laugh when boys or women tell their dreams; 
Is t not your trick? 

Del. I underſtand not, Madam. 

Cleo. I dream'd there was an Emp'ror Antony: 

Oh ſuch another ſleep, that I might ſee 
But ſuch another man! 

Cleo, His face was as the heav'ns; and therein Rack 
A ſun and moon, which kept their cour ſe, and lighted 
The little O o' th' earth. 

Del. Moſt ſovereign creature! 

Cleo. His legs beſtrid the ocean; his rcar'd arm 
Creſted the world; his voice was proper tied 
As all the tuned ſpheres, when that to friends; 

But when he meant to quail, and ſhake the orb, 

He was as rattling thunder, For his bounty, 

There was no winter int: an autumn 'twas, 

That grew the more by reaping. His delights 

Were dolphin-like, they ſhew'd their back above 

The element they liv'd in ; in his livery 

Walk'd crowns and coronets, realms and iſlands were 
As plates dropp'd from his pocket. 

Del. Cleopatra 

Cleo. Think you there was or might be ſuch a man 
As this I dream'd of ? 

Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie up to the hearing of the gods; 


But if there be, or ever were one ſuch, 


"Tis paſt the fize of dreaming: Nature wants ſtuff 
10 vie ſtrange forms with Fancy; yet t' imagine 
An Antony, were Nature's prize gainſt Fancy, 
Condemning ſhadows quite. | 


Ver. VII. 0 
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Dol. Hear me, good Madam. ( 
Your loſs is as yourſelf, great; and you bear it, 
As anſw'ring to the weight. Would 1 might never I 
O'ertake purſu'd Succefs, but I do feel, 

By the rebound of your s, a grief that ſhoots 


Muy very heart at root. 1 
Cs. I thank you, Sir. } 
Know you what (æſar means to do with me? 
Dol. I'm loth to tell you what I would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. I 
Dol. Though he be honourable d 
Cleo. He'll lead me in triumph ? 
Dal. Madam, he will, I know't. 
All. Make way there, —Czfar. * 
T 
SCENE IV, x 
Enter Cæſar, Gallus, Mecznas, Proculeius, end 4. 
| tendants. a= | 
Cæſ. Which is the Queen of ZXpypt ? 
| Del. It is the Emperor, Madam. [Cleo, &neels, Y 
| Cæſ. Ariſe, you ſhall not kneel ; 
1 pray you, riſe, riſe, Egypt. H 
Cleo. Sir, the A1 
Will have it thus; my maſter and my lord T 
1 muſt obey. Ev 
Cæſ. Take to you no hard thoughts: T1 
The record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our fleſh, we ſhall remember Ge 
As things but done by chance, Tt 
Cleo. Sole Sir o' th world, oF 
1 cannot procter mine own cauſe ſo well | 
To make ir clear; but do confeſs, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before Th 
Have often ſham'd our ſex. Do 
Cæſ. Cleopatra, know, To 


We will extenuate rather than inforce, 
If you apply yourſelf to oor intents, 
(Which towards you are molt gentle), you ſhall find 
A benefit in this change; but if you ſeek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony's courſe, you ſhall bereave yourſelf 


2 
|. 


Ar 
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Of my good purpoſes, and put your children 
To that deſlruction which l guard them from, 
If cher eon you rely. I'll take my leave, — 
Cleo. a" through all the world: tis your's ; 
and we, | 
Your ſcutcheons and your ſigns of conqueſt, ſhall 
Hang in what place you pleaſe. Here, my good Lord, 
Ce. You ſhall adviſe me in all for Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels 
1 am poſſeſs d of ——'tis exactly valued, 
Not petty things omitted—— Where's Seleucus ? 
Sel. Here, Madam. 


Cleo, This is my trexſurer ; let him ſpeak, my Lord, 


Upon his peril, that 1 have reſerv'd 
To myſelt nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 
Sel. Madam, I had rather ſeal my lips, 
Than to my peril ſpeak that which is not. 
Cleo. What have | kept back? 


Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known, 


Ce/. Nay, bluſh not, Cleopatra; I approve 
Your wiſdom in the deed. 
Cleo, See, Cæſar ! Oh, behold 
How pomp is follow'd : mine will now be your's, 
And, ſhould we ſhift eſtates, your's would be mine. 
Th' iagratitude of this Seleucus does 
Ev'n make me wild. Oh ſlave! of no more truſt 
Than love that's hir'd 
thou ſhalt 
Go back, I warrant thee : but II catch thine eyes, 
Though they had wings, Slave, ſoul-lefs villain, dog, 
O rarely baſe ! ; 
Cx/. Good Queen, let us intreat you. 
Cleo. O Czldi, what a wounding ſhame is this, 
That thou, vouchſafing here to viſit me, 
Doing the honour of thy lordlineſs 
To one fo weak, that mine own ſervant ſhould 
Parcel the ſum of my diſgraces by 
A.idition of his envy! Say, good Cæſar, 
That 1 ſcme lady-trifles have reſerv'd, 


Iumomeat toys, things of ſuch dignity 


As we greet modern irien2s withal; and ſay, 
S. me ncbler token I Bave kept apart 
0 2. 


What, goeſt thou back? 


N rr 
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For Livia and Odavia, to induce 
Their mediation, mult I be unfolded 
By one that I have bred ? The gods !—it ſmites me 
Beneath the fall I have. Pr'ythee, go hence 
Or I ſhall ſhew the cinders of my ſpirits 
Through th' aſhes of my chance: wert thou a man, 
Thou would'ſt have mercy on me. 

Caf. For bear, Seleucus. 

ces Be't known, that we, the greateſt, are miſ- 
For things that others do And when we fall, ſthoughe 
We anſwer, Others*' merits, in our names 
Are therefore to be pitied. 

Cxf. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd, 
Put we i' th” roll of conqueſt, ſtill be t your's ; 
Beitow it at your pleaſure, and believe, 
Czar's no merchant to make prize with you 
Of things that merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd ; 
Make not „dur thoughts your priſons ; no, dear Queen, 
For we intend fo to diſpoſe you, as 
Yourſe!f ſhall give us counſel: feed, and ſlecp. 
Our care and pity is ſo much upon you, 
That we remain your friend; and fo adieu. 

Cles. My Maſter and my Lord ? 

C.rſ. Not fo: — adieu. [LE xcunt Cæſgar and bis train. 


8. e E 1 V. 


Cleo He words me, girls, he words me, 

7 hat | ſhould not be noble to myſelf. 

hut hark thee, Charmian. [Whiſpers Charmian. 
Tras. Finiſh, good Lady; the ** day is done, 


And we are for the da: k. 


Ces. Hie thee again. | 
I've ſpok? already, and it is provided; 
Go put it to the haſte. 
Char, Madam, I will. [Exit Charm. 


Enter Dolabella. 


Dol. Where is the Queen? 

Char, Behold, Sir. 

(les. Dvlabella. 

231, Madam, as thereto ſworn, by your command, 
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Which my love makes reli igion to obeys 


tell you this: Cæſar through Syria d, 
Intends his journey, and within three days 
— Yon with your children will he ſend before: 
Make your beſt uſe of this. I have petſorm'd. 
Your pleaſure and my promiſe, 
Cleo. Dolabella, 
! {hall remain your debtor. 
[7 Dol. 1 your ſervant. 
he Adieu, good Queen; I mutt attend on Czſar, [Exit. 


Cleo. Farewel, and thanks. Now, Iras, what think't 
Thou, an ZXgyptian puppet, ſhalt be ſhewa [thou ? 
In Rome as well as 1: mechanic flaves, 
| With greaſy aprons, rules, and hammers, ſhall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick breachs, 
Rank of grois diet, ſhall we be inclouded, 
x And forc'd to drink their vapour. 
d; Tras. The gods forbid ! 
n, Cles. Nay, tis molt certain, Iras: fancy lictors 
Will catch at us like trumpets, and ſtall'd rhimers - 
— us out- o- tune. The quick comedians 
Extemp' rally will tage us, and preſent 
Our Alexandrian revels: Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth; and I ſhall fee - 
ins Sa:ne ſqueaking Cleopatra boy * my greatneis 
 th' poſture of a whore. 
Trat. O the good gods! 
Cleo, Nay, that s certain. 
Tras. I'll never fee it; for I'm ſure my nails 
Are ſtronger than mine >»<:, | 
Cleo. Why, that s the way 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their molt aſſur d imteats. Now, Charmian, 


Enter Charmian. 


Shew me, my women, like a Queen : go fetch 

My belt attires. I am again for Cydnus, 

To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah lras, go—— - 

Now, Noble Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed ; 

And when thou'it done this chare, I'll give thee leave 


4 m the pints of women were nern 
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To play till doomſUay— bring our crown, and all. 
{ 4 noiſe withing, 
V\ herefore this noiſe ?. 
Enter a Cuardſman. 
Guardf, Here is a rural tellow, 
That will not be deny'd your Highnefs* preſence ; 
He brings you figs. 
Ces. Let him come in. How poor an inſtrument 
[ Exit Guard/man. 
May do a noble deed !——he brings me liberty, 
My refolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Ol wo nan in me; now trom head to foot 
I'm marble conſtant ; now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 


Enter Gaardſman, and Clown with a baſtet. 


Guard}. This is the men. 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. [Exit Cuardſman. 
Halt thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 

1 hat kills and pains not ? 

Clown- * Truly | have him: but I would not be the 
party ſhould defire you to touch him, for his biting is 
in mortal: thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or never 
* recover, 

Cleo, Remember t. thou any that have dy'd on't ? 

Clown, Very many, men and women too. I heard 
at one of them no longer than yelierday, a very honelt 
* woman; but ſomething given to ye, as a woman 
* thould not do, but in the way of honeſtly. How the 
dy dof the biting of it, wrat pain the felt! truly. ſhe 
* niakes a very good report o th* worm: but he that 
* will believe half that they fay, ſhall never be ſaved 
dy all that they do: but this is molk fallible, the worn: s 
an odd worm. | P 

Cleo, Get thee hence, farewel. 

Clown I wilh you all joy of the worm. 

Cleo, Farewel. 

Cl:wn. Lon muſt think this, look you, that the 
worm will do bis kind. 

Cleo Ay, ay, farewel. 

Clown. * Look you, the worm is not to be truſted 
*.but in the keeping of wiſe people; for indeed there 
une goodnels in the worm, 


Fo. 
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Cleo. Take thou no care, it ſhall be heeded. 

Cleaun. Very good: give it nothing, I pray you, for 
* it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat we? 

Clown, * You mult not think I am fo fimple, but 1 
„ know the devil himicit will not eat a woman: 1 
* know, that a woman is a dith for the gods, it the dev. 
« dreſs her not, But, truly, theſe ſame whoreion dev:is 
do the gods great harm in their women! tor, in every 
« ten that they make, the devils mar five, 

Cl-o, Well, get thee gone, tarewel. | 

(Jo. * Yes, fortooth, I wiſh you joy o'th' worm, [ Exit, 


= = » Yor *) 


Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have 
« Immortal longings in me. Now no more 
« The juice of /Egypt's grape ſhall moilt this lip. 
« Yare, yare, good iras; quick Methinks 1 hear 
% Antony call, I fee him rouſe himſelf 
« To praiſe my noble act. I hear him mock 
« The luck of Cætar, which the gods give men 
« T'excuſe their aiter wrath. Huſband, I come; 
% Now to that name my courage prove my title! 
«. | am fire and air; my other elements 
J give to baſer life. S0——have you done? 
« Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my lips. 
©. Farewel, kind Charmian; Iras, long farewel, 
[King them. 
% Have I the aſpic in my lips? Doſt fall? 
[To Ii as, after /he had applied the aſp. 
If thou and nature can fo gently part, | 
© The ſtroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 
«© Which hurts, and is deſir d. Dolt thou lie ill ? 
„I thus thou vanicheſt, thou tell'it the world 
« Tt is not worth leave taking. Llras dies. 
Char. Diſſolve, thick cloud, and rain, that I may ſay, 
The gods themſelves do weep. 
Cleo. This proves me baſe 
If the firſt meet the curled Antony, 
He'll make demand of her, and ipend that kiſs 
Which is my heav'n to have. Come, mortal wretch, : 
„With thy ſharp teeth this knot intrinſicate 
[To the ſerpent, applying it to ber breaſt. 


r 
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« Of liſe at once untie : poor venomous fool, 
„Be angry, and diſpatch, Oh, could'ſt thou ſpeak, 
That I might hear thee cull great Czlar aſs, 
Unpolicied ? 
Char. O eattern tar ! . 
Cleo Peace, peace! 


© Poſt thou not ſee my bahy at my breaſt $ 
That ſucks the nurſe afl:ep ? 1 
Char. O break ! O break ? 
Cleo. As ſweet as balm, as ſoft as air, as gentle. 
O Antony !—— Nay, I will take thee too. 7 
Applying another aſp to her arm. 
What ſhould I tay 2 * L Dies. 
Char. In this wild world ? ſo fare thee well. 
Now, boaſt thee, Death, in thy poſſeſſion lies 1 
A laſs unparallell d Downy windows, cloſe; A 
and golden Phœbus never be beheld 2 
Of eyes again fo royal ! your crown's awry: * 
I'll mend it, and then play If 
Enter the Guard, ruſhing in. By 
1 Cuard, Where's the Queen? | Az 
Char. Speak ſottly, wake her not. in 
1 Guard, Czlar hath ſent ——— - 
[Charmian afplies the aſþ. T] 
Char. Too flowa meſſenger. I] 


Ob, come apace, diſpatch, I partly feel thee. 
1 Guard. Approach, ho! all's not well. Czfar's 


beguil d. 

2 Guard. There's Dolabella ſent from Cæſar: call 
him 

1 Guard. What work is here, Charmian? is this 
well done ? 


Char. It is weil done, and fitting for a prince 
Deſcended of lo many royal Kings. 


uy 


Ah, ſoldiers !— [Charmian dies. 
| Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. How goes it here | | . 
2 Guard. All dead! 


Del. Cæſar, thy tho 
Touch their effects in this; thyſelf art coming. 
To ſee perform'd the drea cd act, which thou 
So ſought' ſt to hinder, ; 


To. 


Sc. 6. Antony and Clespatra. 
Enter Czſar and attendants. 


All. Make way there, make way for Czſar. 
Dz1. Oh, Sir, you are too ſure an augurer ; 
That you did tear, is done, 
Cef. Braveſt at lait. 
She levell d at our purpoſe, and, being royal, 
Took her own way. The manner of their deaths 
do not ſee them bleed. 
Dol. Who was laſt with them? 
1 Guard. A ſiuiple country-mag, that brought her figs, 
This was his biſket. 
Cæſ. Poiſon'd then? 
1 Guard, Oh Cæſar! 
This Charmian liv'd but now, ſhe ſtood and fpake, 
found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead miſtreſs ; tremblingly ſhe ood, 
And on the ſuddea dropt. 
Cz/. Oh noble weakneſs ! 
If they had ſwallow'd poiſon, twould appear 
By external ſwelling ; but ſhe looks like fleep ; 
As ſhe would catch another Antony 
In her ſtrong toil of grace. 
Dol. Here, on her breaſt, 
There is a vent of blood, and ſomething blown : 
The like is on her arm. 
1 Cuard. This is an afp.c's trail; 
An d theſe fig-leaves have ſlime upon them, ſuch 
As th' aſpic — upon the caves ot Nile. 
Ce. Mcſt probable, 
That fo ſhe dy'd ; for her phyſician tells me, 
She has purſu'd concluſions infinite 
Of eaty ways to die. Take up her bed, 
And bear her women from the monument: 
She ſhall be buried by her Antony. 
No grave upon the earth ſhall clip in it 
à pair ſo famous. High events as theſe 
Strike thoſe that make them; and their ſtory is 
No leſs in pity, than his glory, which 
brought them to be lamented Our army ſhall 
In folemn ſhew, attend this funeral; 
And then to Rome. Come, Dolabella, ſee 
High order in this great ſolemnity. [Exeunt omness 
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DRAMATIS PERSONE. 


CYMBELINE, King of Britain. | | Caius Lucius, Amboſſador from 
Cloten, fin to the Nen by a R-me. 


former b1sband Piſanio, ſervant to Poſthum-s. 
Leonatus Polthumns, a Gentle- | | A French Gentleman friend to 

man in love with the Princeſs, Philario. 

and privately married io her. Cornelius, « Docter, ſervant t 


Diſeuis'd under the | the Jacen. 
—_ 2 * — Tuo 2 
4 A (en, . 
jed ſons — 34 L. 8 to Cymbelint of 
Belarins, @ baniſo'd Lord, diſgui- | © former en. 
fed under the name of Mor- Helen, umi i Imogen. 


gan. Lords, Ladies, Reman Senators, 
Philario, an Talian, friend to Trivunes, Glofts, a Soothſayer, 

Poſthumus. Captains, Soldiers, Meſſengers, 
Iachimo, friend ts Philarie.0 || and other attendants. 


SCE N E. fometimes in Britain, ſunctimes is Italy. 


A C TT IL SCENE LL 


Enter two Centlemen, 


Cymleline's palace in Britain. 
x Gent. 7” do not meet a man but ſrowns. 
Our brows ; 

No more obey the heavens than our 
courtiers, 
But ſeem, as does the King's. 
2 Gent. But what's the matter? 
1 Gent, His daughter, and the heir of's kingdem, 


(whom 


Ile ſtory is partly taken from Boccace's Decamcron, day 2. 
N. v. 9. liule beſides the names being hiitoricale 
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He purpos'd to his wife's ſole ſon, a widow 
That late he married) hath referr'd herſelf 
Unto a poor, but worthy gentleman, 

She's wedded ; | 
Her huſband banith'd ; ſhe impriſon'd : all 

is outward forrow, though I think the King 

Be touch'd at very heart. 

2 Gent, None but the King? 

1 Gent. He that hath loſt her doo: ſo is the Queen 
That moſt defir'd the match. But not a courtier 
(Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the King's looks) but hath a heart that is 
Glad at the thing they ſcoul at. 

2 Gent. Aud why fo? 


1 Gent. He that hath miſe' d the Princeſs, is a thing 


Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her, 
(1 mean that marry'd her, alack, good man! 

And therefore banith'd), is a creature ſuch, 

As, to ſeek through the regions of the earth 

For one his like, there would be ſomething failing 
In him that ſhould compare. 1 do not think, 


So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within 


Endows a man but him. 
2 Gent. You ſpeak him far *. 
1 Gent. | don't extend him, Sir; within himſelf 
Cruſh him together, rather than unfold 
His mealure tully. 
2 Gen, What's his name and birth ? 
1 Gent, I cannot delve him to the root: his father 
Was called Sicilius, who did join bis honour 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelan; 
But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He ferv'd with glory and admir d ſucceſs; 
So gain d the ſur - addition, Leonatus : 
And had, belides, this gentleman in queſtion, 
Two other ſons; who, in the wars o' th time, 
Dy'd with their iwords in hand: for which their father 
(Then old, and fond of iſſue) took ſuch ſorrow, 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady, 
Big of thus gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 
As he was born. The King he: takes the babe 


* i e large ly iu his praiſe, 
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To his proteQion, calls him Poſthumus, 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 
Puts to him all the learnings that his tim: 
Could make him the receiver of: which he took 
As we do air, faſt as twas miniſtred. | | 
His ſpring became a harveſt : liv'd in court 
(Which rare it is to do) molt prais'd, moſt lov d, 
A ſample to the young'ſ ; to th* more mature, 
A glaſs that featur'd them; and to the graver 
A child that guided dotards. For his miſtreſs, 
(For whom he now is banifh'd), her own price 
Proclaims, how ſhe eſteemed him and his virtue. 
By her election may be truly read, 
What kind of man he is. 
2 Gent. 1 honour him, ev'n ont of your 
But tell me, is ſhe ſole child to the King? 
1 Gert, His only child 
He had two ſons, if this be worth your bearin 
(Mark it); the eldeſt of them at three years vid, 
I' th' ſwathing cloaths the other, from their nurſery 
Were ſtoln ; and to this hour, no gueſs in knowledge 
Which way they went, . 
2 Cent. How long is this ago? 
1 Cent Some twenty years, 
2 Gent Thata King's children ſhonld be fo convey'd 
So flackly guarded, and the ſearch fo flow 
That could not trace them | — 
1 Cent. Howſoe er tis firange, | 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh d at, 
Let is it true. Sir. 
2 Gent. | do well believe you. 
1 Gent, We muſt for bear. Hlere comes the Gentle- 
man, 9 . 


The Queen, and Princeſs, | [Excunt, 


SC EN E Il 
Enter the Queen, Poſhumns, Imogen, and Attenlants. 


Queen. No, be aſſur d, you ſhall not find me, daughter* 
After the ſlander of moſt ſtepmothers, 
Il ex d unto yon: you're my pris'nzr, bat 


Your goaler ſhall deliver you the keys 
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That lock up your reſtraint, For you, Poſthumus, 
So ſoon as I can win th' offended King, 
1 will be known your advocate: mar: y, 
The fire of rage is in him; and twere good 
You lean'd unto his ſentence, with what patience 
Your wiſdom may inform you, 
Pei. Pleaſe your Highneſs, 
I will from hence to-day. 
Qucen. You know the peril, 
I'll fetch a turn about the gatden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections; though the King 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. Exit. 
Imo. Diſſembling courteſy ! how fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds! My deareſt huſband, 
1 ſomething fear my father's wrath, hut nothing 
(Always reſerv'd my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You mult be gone, 
And 1 ſhall here abide the hourty ſhor 
Of angry eyes; not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may fee again. 
Pot. My Queen I my miſtreſs! 
O Lady, weep no more, left 1 give cauſe } 
To be ſuſpected of more tenderneſs 
Than doth become a man. I will remain 
The loyall'ſt huſband that did e er plight troth ; 
My reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's ; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my Queen ; 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you ſend, 
Though ink be made of gall. 


. Re-enter Queen. 


Ducen. Be brief, 1 pray you; 
If the King come, I {ball incur I know not 
How much of his diſpleature—Yet I'll move him LA Ade. 
To walk this way ; I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my injuries; to be ſriends, 
Pays dear for my offences. [Exit, 
Poſt. Should we be taking leave, 


As long a term as yet we have to live, 


The lothneſs to depart would grow. Adieu 
Ver, VII. P 
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Imo. Nay, ſtay a ——ůů 
Were you but riding forth to air yourſelf, 
Such parting were too petty, Look here, love, 
This diamond was my mother's ; take it, heart, 
But keep it till you woo another wite, 
When Imogen is dead. 
Pet How, how, another! 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And ſear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here, 
[ Putting on the ring. 
While ſenſe can keep thee on ! and ſweeteſt, faireſt, 
As I my poor ſelf did exchange for you, 
To your fo infinite loſs ; fo in our trifles 
I till win of you. For my ſake wear this; 
It is a manacle of love, I'll place it 
[Putting a bracelet on ber arm. 
Upon this faireſt pris'ner. 
Imo. O, the gods! 
V hen ſhall we fee again ? 


SCENE Ill. Enter Cymbeline and Zora. 


omi. Thou — avoid ; hence, from my fight: 
If, after this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy uaworthineſs, thou dy't. Away! 
Thou'rt poiſon to my blood. 
Pe The gods protect you, 
And bleſs the good remainders of the court ! 
I'm gone. [Exit, 
Ino. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More ſharp than this is. 
Om. O diſloyal thing, 
That ſhould'ſt repair my youth, RNA heapꝰſt 
A age on me. 


mo. I beſeech „Sir, 
*** 2 
I'm ſenſeleſs of your wrath ; a touch more rare ® 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

On. Polt grace? obedience ? 

Imo. Paſt hope, and in deſpair ; that way paſt grace. 


® 3, e, more ſtrong, forcible ; alluding to the ſiroke of lightning 


„. 


£5 


mn OM * a» 


Ti > 


Exit. 


1 


Sc. 3» Cymbeline. 173 


Om. Thou might'ſt have had the ſole ſon of my 
ueens 
Imo 0, Biel, that I might not ! I choſe an eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock 
Cym. Thou took it a beggar ; would'it have made 
A ſeat for baſeneſs. [my throne 
Imo No, I rather added 
A luſtre to it. 
Cym. O thou vile one! 
Imo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov'd Poſthumus: 
You bred him as my play-fellow; and he is 
A man worthy any woman; over- buys me 
Almoſt the ſua he pays. 
Om. What! art thou mad? 
mo. Almoſt, Sir; Heav 'n reſtore me ! would I were 
A neat-herd's daughter, and my Leonatus | 
Our neighbour-hepherd's ſon ! 


Enter Queen. 


Om. Thou fooliſh thing |! — 

They were again together ; you have done 
[To the Queen. 

Not aſter our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Queen. Beſeech you patience; peace, 
Dear Lady daughter, peace, Sweat Sovereign, 
Leave us t' ourſelves, and make yourſelf ſome comfort 
Out of your beſt advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languiſh 
A drop of blood a-day ; and, being aged, 
Die of this folly, | [Exits 


Enter Piſanio, 


Queen. Pie, you muſt give way. 

Here is your ſervant. How now, Sir? what news 2 
Piſ. My Lord your fon drew on my malter.. 
Pucen. Hah ! 

No harm, | truſt, is done? 

Piſ. There might have been, 
But that my maſter rather play'd than fought, 
And had no help of anger: they were parted 
P 2 
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Dieu. I'm very glad on't, 
lis. Your ſon's my father's friend. he takes his part, 
To draw upon an exile : O brave Sir |! —— 
would they were in Aſrie both together, 
Mylelf by with a needle, that 1 might prick 
T'te goer- back. Why came you from your maſter ? 
Pi. On his command; he would not ſuffer me 
Tc briny him to the haven laſt theie notes 
Ot what commands 1 thould be ſubject to, 
Wanen't pleas'd you to employ me. 
Deen. This hath been 
Yeur uchſul ſervant; 1 dare lay mine honour, 
He willi remain ſo. 
Pi}. 1 kambly thank your Highneſs, 
QLucen. Pray, walk a while. 
Ins. About ſome half hour hence, pray you, 
with me —— | 
You {| all, at leaſt, go ſee my Lord aboard. 
Frum this tune leave me. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV, Enter Cloten and two Lords, 


1. Lord. Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a ſhirt; the 
violence of action hath made you reek as a facrifice. 
Where air comes out, air comes in: there's none a- 
broad ſo wholetome as that you vent. 

C/:t. It my thirt were bloody, then to ſhift it—— 
Have I hurt hia ? . 

2 Lord. No, 'faith z not ſo much at his patience. 

LAlide. 

1 Lord. Hurt him? his body's a paſſable carcale, it 
he be not hurt, It is a thoroughfare for Reel, if it be 
not hurt. * 

2 Lord. His ſteel was in debt, it went o' th* back - 
ſide the town. [ Aide. 

Clit. The villain would not ſtand me. 

2 Lord, No, but he fled ſorwerd till, towards your 
face. LAliae. 

1 Lord. Stand you ? you have land enough of your 
own; but he added to- your having, gave you fon: 
ground.. | | 
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2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans, puppies k 
Ajide, 

Clot. I would they had not come between Ry - 
2 Lord. So would I, till you, had meaſur'd how long 
a fool you were upon the . © Hide. 
Clet. And that lhe Rosl love this ſellow, and refuſe 


me 
2 Lord. If it be a fin to make a true election, ſhe's 


dam d. [ Afode, 


1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her 
brain go not together. She's a good ſhine, but I have 
ſeen ſmall reflection of her wit. 

2 Lord. She ſhines not upon fools, leſt the reflection 
ſhould hurt her. | [ 4/ide. 

Clat. Come, I'll to my chamber: would there had 
been ſome hurt done ! 

2 Lord. I wiſh not fo, unleſs it had been the fall of 
an aſs, which is no great hurt. [ Afede. 
| Cle. You'll go with us? 

1 Lord. I'll attend your Lordſhip, 

Clet. Nay, come let's go together. | 

2 Lord, Well, my Lord. [Exeunt. 


$CEES Ss Imogen's apartment. 
Enter Imogen and Pilanio. 


Imo. I would thou grew'ſt unto the ſhores o th' haven,. 
And queſtion'dit every fail : if he ſhould write, 
And I not have it, twere a paper loit 
As offer'd mercy is. What was the laſt 
That he ſpake with thee ? 

Pif. 'T was, * his Qucen ! his Bucen ! 

Imo. Then wav;d his handkerchief ? 

Piſ. And kiſs d it, Madam. 

Imo. Senſeleſs linen, happier therein than 1: 
And that was all.? 

Piſ. No, Madam; for fo long 
As he could make me with this eye, or ear, 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the nts ard ſtirs of's mind 
Could belt expreis how flow his foul fail d on, 
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How ſwiſt his ſhip. 

Imo. Thou thould'it have made him 
As little as a crow, or lefs, ere leſt 


To after-eye him. 
PV. Madam, fo 1 did. 


Imo. I would have broke mine eye · ſtrings; crack d 


To look upon him; till the — r 'em, but 
* Of's ſpace had pointed him tharp as my needle ; 
* Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
The ſmallneſs of a gnat, to air; and then 
+ Have turn'd mine eye, and wept.— But, good Piſanio, 
When [hall we hear trom him? 
Piſ Be aſſur d, Madam, 
With his next vantage, 
Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
«« Molt pretty things to ſay: ere I could tell him, 
« How 1 would think on bim, at certain hours, 
% Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him ſwear 
The ſhe's of Italy ſhould not betray 


„Mine intereſt and his honour ; or have charg'd him, 


% At the ſixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 

«© T' encounter me with oriſons; (tor then 

„% Jam in heaven for him ;) or ere I could 

„ Give him that parting kils, which l had ſet 

© Betwixt two charming words *, comes in my father; 
« And, like the ty rannous breathing ot the norch, 

„ Shakes all cur buds from blowing. 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. The Queen, Madam, 
Deſires your Highucls' company. 

Imo, Thoſe things I bid you do, get.them diſpatch'd. 
I will attend the Queen. 

Piſ. Medam, 1 all. s [Exeunt. 


CEC ES WW Changes to Rome. 
Enter Philario, Iachimo, and à Frenchman. 


lach. Believe it, Sir, I have ſeen him in Britain; he 
Was then of a creicent note; expected to prove 1o wor- 
thy, as ſince he has been allowed the name of. But 


® Thcle words ay be Alien, Paibumus. 
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1 could then have look'd on him, without the help of 
admiration ; though the catalogue of his endowments 
had been tabled by his ſi le, and Ito peruſe him by items. 

Phil. You ſpeak of him when he was lets furniſh'd 
then now he is, with that which makes him both with- 
out and within, 

French. 1 have ſeen him in France; we had very 
many there could behold the fun with as firm eyes as 
da. - 

Iach. This matter of marrying his King's daughter, 
(wherein he muſt be weighed rather by her valve, than 
his own), words him, 1 doubt nut, a great deal from the 
matter. 

French. And then his baniſhment 

Inch. Ay, and the approbations of thofe that weep 
this lamentable divorce under her colours, are wonder. 
fully to extend him: be it but to fortity her judgment, 
which elie an eaſy battery might lay flat, for taking a 
beggar without more quality, But how comes it he is 
to ſojourn with you? how creeps acquaintance ? 

Phil. His father and I were foldiers together, to whom 
1 have been oſten bound for no leis than my life, 


Enter Pulthumus. ; 


Here comes the Briten. Let him be fo entertained 
amongtt you, as fuits with pentlemen of your know- 
ing, to a itranger of his quality, 1 betcech you all, be 
better known to this Genleman 3 whom 1 commend to 
you as a noble friend of mine. How worthy he is, I 
will leave to apprar hercaiter, rather than ſtory him in 
his own hearing. | | 
French, vir, we have been known together in Orleans. 
Pe. Since when 1 have been debtor to you for cour · 
tebes, which 1 will be ever to pay, and yet pay fill. 
French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindneſs, I was 
glad 1 diu atone my countryman and you; it had been 
Pity you ſhould have been put together with ſo mortal a 
purpoſe, as then each bote, upon importance of fo 
flight and trivial a nature. 
Poſt, By your pat don, Sir, I was then a tra- 
veller; rather ſhunn d to go even with what l heard, than 
in my every action to be guides by others experiences; 
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but upon my mended judgment, (if I offend not to ſay 
it is mended), my quarrel was not altogether light. 

French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitriment of 
ſwords ; and by ſuch two, that would by all likelihood 
have confounded one the other, or have tallen both. 

* Can we with manners aſk what was the diſſer- 
ence 

French, Safely, I think. Twas a contention in pu- 
blic, which may without contradiction ſuffer the report. 
It was much like an argument that fell out laſt night, 
where each of us fell in praiſe of our country-mi : 
this Gentleman at that time vouching (and upon war- 
rant of bloody affirmation) his to be more fair, virtu- 
ous, wiſe, chaſte, conſtant, qualified, and leſs attempt- 
able than any the rareſt of our ladies in France. 

Lach. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentle- 
man's opinion by this worn out, 

Paß. She holds her virtue ill, and I my mind. 

lach. You mult not fo far prefer her 'fore ours of 
Italy. | 

Poſt. eng far provok'd, as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing; though | profeſs myſelf ber 
adorer, not her friend | 

Lach. As fair, and as good, a kind of hand-in-hand 
compariſon, had been ſomething too fair and too good 
for any lady in Britany. If ſhe went before others I 
have ſeen, as that diamond of your's out · luiters many l 
have beheld, 1 could believe ſhe excelled many ; but 1 


have not teen the molt precious diamond that is, nor 


you the Lady. 

Poſt. | prais'd her, as I rated her: ſa do I my ſtone. 

Lach. What do you eſteem it at? 

Poſt. More than the world enjoys, 

lach.. Either your unparagon d miſtreſs is dead, or 
ſhe's outpriz'd by a trifle. 

Poſs You are miſtaken, The one may be fold or gi- 
ven, if there were wealth enough for the purchaſe. or 
merit for the gift. be other is not a thing for ſale, 
and only the gift of the gods. 

Jach. Which the gods have given ou 
Pet Which, by their graces, 1 will keep. 
Lach. You may wear her in title your's ; but, you- 
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know, ſtrange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds, 
Your ring may be ſtoln too; fo, of your b ace of un- 
prize ble ettimations, the one is hut trail, and the other 
caſual, A cunning thief, or a Zut-way-accomplith'd 
— would hazard the winning both of fir it and 

Pot. Your Italy contains none fo accompliſh'd a 
cou tier to convince ® the honour of y miſtreſs. If in 
the holding or lots of that, you term her frail, I do no- 
thing doubt, you have ltore of thieves, notwichitanding 
I fear not my ring. 

Phil. L:t us leave here, Gentlemen. 

Poſt. Sir, with all wy heart. + his worthy Signior, 
I thank hito, makes no lirapger of me; we are faini- 
liar at firlk 

lach. With five times ſo much converſation, I ſhould 
get ground of your fair miſtreſs ; make her go back, e- 
ven to the yielding: had 1 adauttacce, and opportu- 
nity to friend, 

Pet. No, no. 

Iach. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my eſtate 
to your ring, which, in my opinion, o'ervalues it ſome- 
thing: but | make my wager rather againſt your con 
fidence, than her reputation; and, to bar your offence 
herein too, 1 durſt attempt it againſt any lady in the 
world, | | 

Pell. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per- 
ſuaſion; and I doubt act you'd ſuſtain what you're 
worthy of, by your attempt. 

Jach. What's that? 

Pot, A repulie; though your attempt, as you call it, 
deſerves more; a punithment too. 

Peil Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in too 
ſuddenly, let i- die as it was born; and I pray you be 
better acquainted. 

lach. Would 1 had put myeſiate and my neighbour's 
on the approbation of what l have ſpoke. 

Peſt. What lady would you chule to aſſail? 

lach. Your's; who in conſtancy, you think, ſtands 
ſo ſafe. I will lay you ten thouſand ducats to your ring, 
chat, commend me to the court where your lady is, with, 
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no more advantage than the opportunity of a ſecond 
conference, I will bring from thence that honour of 
her's, which you imagine ſo reſerv'd, 

Poft. I will wage © gainſt your gold, gold to it: my 
ring | hold dear as my finger, tis part of it. 

ach You are afraid, and therein the wiſer ; if you 
buy ladizs' fleſh at a million a dram, you cannot pre- 
ſerve it from tainting. But 1 ſee you have ſome reli · 
gion in you that you fear. 

Poſt. This is but a cuſtom in your tongue; you bear 
a graver purpoſe, 1 hope. 

Lach. I am the maſter of my ſpeeches, and would 
undergo what's ſpoken, 1 ſwear. 

Poſt. Will you? I ſhall but lend my diamond till your 
rerurn ; let there be covenants drawn between us. My 
miſtreſs exceeds in the bugeneſs of your un- 
worthy thinking, I dare you to this match; here's my 


ring. 
Put. I will have it no lay, 
. Jach. By the gods it is one. If I bring you ſufficient 
teſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deareſt bodily part of 


your miltreſs, my ten thouſand ducats are mine; fois 


diamond too, If I come off, and leave her in ſuch 

as you have truſt in, ſhe your jewel, this your 

jewel, and my gold, are your's ; provided | have your 
commendation, tor my more free entertaiumcnt. 

Poſt. 1 embrace theſe conditions; let us have articles 
betwixt us: only thus far you ſhall anſwer, if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me directiy to under- 

you have prevail'd, 1 am no further your enemy ; 
ſhe is not worth our debate. If ſhe remain unſedue d, 
you not making it appear otherwiſe ; for your ill opi- 
nion, and th' aſſault you have made to her challity, you 
ſhall anſwer me with your tword. | 
lach. Your hand, a covenant; we will have theſe 
things ſet down by lawful counſel, and ſtraight away 
for Britain, lelt the bargain ſhould catch cold, and 
ſtarve. I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers 
recorded. | : 
Poſt. Agreed). [Exeunt Poſthumus and Iachimo. 
French, Will this hold, think you.? 
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Phil. Signior lachimo will not from it. 
Pray let us follow em. [Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. Changes to Cymbeline's palace in Britain» 
Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius with a phial, 


Ducen. While yet the dew's on ground, thoſe 
Make haſte. — Who has the note of them? { flowers. 
1 Lay. I, Madam, 

Queen. Diſpatch. [Exernnt Ladies, 
Now, Maſter Doctor, you have brought thoſe drugs: 
Cor. Pleaſeth your Highneſs, ay; here they are, 
But I beſeech your Grace, without offence, [ Madam. 

(My conſcience bids me aſk), wherefore you have 
Commanded ot me theſe moſt pois'nous compounds ? 
W hich are the movers of a languiſhing death; 
But, though flow, deadly. 

Qucen. I do wonder, Door, 
Thou aſł ſt me ſuch a queſtion. Have I not been 
Thy pupil long? ha't thou not learn'd me how 
To make pertumes ? diſtil? preſerve ? yea, fo, 
That our great King himſelf doth woo me oft 
For my confettons! having thus far proceeded, 
(Caleſs thou think't me dev liſh) is t not meet 
That I di l amplity my judgement in 
Other cor.cluſions? I will try the forces 
Of the'e thy compounds on ſuch creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none human), 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act, and by them gather 
Their ſev ral virtues and eſſects. 

Cor. Your Higbneis 
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart; 
Beſides, the ſeeing the ſe effects will be 
Both noiſome and infectious. 

Lean. O, content thee, 

Enter Piſanio. 

Here comes a flatt'ring raſcal ; upon him [ Afede 
Will 1 firſt work; he's for his maſter's ſake 


An enemy to my ſon, How now, Pilanio ? 
Doctor, your ſervice for this time is ended; 
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Take your own way. | 
Cor, I do ſuſpet you, Madam, [ Hide, 
But you ſhall do no harm. 
Oucen. tiark thee, a word [To piſanio. 
Cor. I do not like her. She doth think the has 
Strange ling ring poiſons ; I do know her ſpirit, 
And will not truſt one of her malice with 
A drug of ſuch damn'd nature That ſhe has 
Will ſtupify and dull the ſenſe a while; 
Which firſt, perchance, ſhe'll prove on cats and dogs, 
Then afterwards up higher: but there is 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the fpirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a moſt falſe effect; and | the truer, 
So to be falſe with her. 
Queen. No further ſer vice, Doctor, 
Until I ſend for thee. 


Cor. 1 humbly take my leave. [Exit. 
Qucen. Weeps ſhe ſtill, ſay't thou? doſt thou think, 
in time, 


She will not quench, and let inſtructions enter | 

Where folly now poſſeſſes ? Do thou work; 

When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my ſon, | 

I'll tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then | 

As great as is thy maſter; greater; for 

His fortunes all lie ſpeechleſs, and his name 

Is at laſt gaſp. Return he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is: to ſhitt his being, 

Is to exchange one miſery with another; 

And every day that comes, comesto decay 

A day's work in him, What ſhait thou expect, 

To be depender on a thing that leaps ?: 

Who cannot be new built, and has no friend, 

So much as but to prop him? Thou tak'it up 
[Piſanio /ooking an the phial. 

Thou know'ſt not what ; but take it for thy labour. 

Itis a thing I make, which hath the King 

Five times redeem d from death; I do not know 

What is more cordial. Nay, I proythee, take it; 

It is-an earneſt of a farther good | 

That 1 mean to thee. Tell thy miſtreſs how 


The caſc ſtands with her; do't as from thyſelf, 
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Think what a change thou chanceſt on; but thiadk. 
Thou haſt thy miltreſs ftill ; to boot, my ſon; 
Who ſhall take notice of thee. Ill move the King 
To any thape of thy preterment, ſuch 
As thou'lt defire; and then myſelf, 1 chiefly, 
That ſet thee on to this deſert, am bound 
Fo load thy merit richly, Call my women— 
Exit Piſanio, 
Think on my words. — A fly and conſtant knave, 
Not to be ſhak d; the agent for his maſter ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand falt to her lord. I've given him that, 
Which, if he take, ſhall! quite unpeople her 
Of leidgers for her ſweet ; and which ſhe, after, 
Except ſhe bend her humour, ſhall be afſur'd 
To talte of too. 


Enter Piſanio, and Ladies. 


So, ſo : well done, well done; 
Ihe violets, cowſlips, and the primroſes, 
Bear to wy cloſet ; fare thee well, Piſanio, 


J hiak on my words. [ Exeunt Queen and Ladics, 
Piſ. And ſhall do: 

Nat when to my good Lord I prove untrue, 

I'll choke mytelf; theres all 1 Il do for ou. [ Exit. 


SCENE VIII. Changes to Imogen's apartments. 
Enter Imogen alone. 


Imo. A father cruel, and a ſtepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh ſuitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her huſband banith'd—— O, that huſband ! 
My ſupreme crown of grief, and thoſe repeated 


Vexations ot it Had I been thief-ſtoln, 


As my two brothers happy ! but moſt miſerable 


Is the deſire that's glorious. Bleſs'd be thoſe, 


How ineaa ſoe er, that have their honelt wills, 
VM hich ſeaſons comfort, Who may this be? fie! 


Enter Piſanio, and lachimo. 


Piſ Madam, a Novle Gentleman of Rome 
Comes from my Lord with letters, 
Vor. VII. Q 


184 Cymbeline. AQ m. 


lach. Change you, Madam? 
The worthy Leonatus is in ſafety, 
And greets your Highneſs dearly. 
Imo Thanks, good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. 
lach. All of her that is out of door, moſt rich! 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind fo rare, [ Aide, 
She is alone th Arabian bird; and 1 : 
Have loſt the wager. Boldneſs be my friend 
Arm me, Audacity, from head to foot : 
Or like the Parthian, I ſhall flying fight, 
Rather directly fly, 


Imogen reads, 


He is one of the nobleſt note, to whoſe kindneſſes I am 
meft infinitely tied, Reflect upon bim accordingly, as you 
value your trueſt LzoxATUS, 


So far I read aloud : 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by th' reſt, and takes it thankfully, ——— 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I 
Have words to bid you; and ſhall find it fo, 
In all that I can do, | 
Lach. Thanks, faireſt Lady 
What ! are men mad ? hath nature given them eyes 
To ſee this vaulted arch, and the rich cope 
Of ſea and land, which can diſtinguiſh *twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ſtones 
Upon th' humbl'd beach ? and can we not 
Partition make with ſpeQacles ſo precious 
Twirt fair and foul, 
Imo. What makes your admiration ? 
lach. It cannot be i' th' eye; (for apes and monkeys, 
*T wixzt two ſuch (he's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other) : nori' th' judgement; 
For idiots, in this caſe of favour, would 
Be wiſely definite, nor i th' appetite ; 
Slurt'ry, to ſuch neat excellence oppos'd, 
Should make deſire vomit empti 
Not ſo allur'd to feed. 
Imo. What is the matter, trow ? 


<< 


E = 


. 


US, 


That ſatiate, yet unſatisfy'd deſire, (that tub 
Both fill'd and running); ravening firit the lamb, 
Longs after for the garbage 
Ino. What, dear Sir, 
Thus raps you? are you well? 
Lach. Thanks, Madam, well——'Beſcech you, Sir, 
[T2 biſauio. 
Deſire my man's abode, where I did leave him; 
He's ſtrange and peeviſh. 
Piſ. 1 was going, Sir, 
To give him welcome. [Exit Piſanio, 
Ins. Continues well my Lord 
His health, beſeech you? 
lach Well, Madam. 
Ims. Is he diſpos'd to mirth ? I hope he is. 
lach. Exceeding pleaſant ; none a ſtranger there 
So merry and ſo gameſome ; he is call'd 
The Briton Reveller. 
Imo. When he was here, 
He did incline to ſadneſs, and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 
[ach. 1 never ſaw him ſad. 
There is a Frenchman his co:npanion, one 
An eminent Monſieur, that, it ſeems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home. He furnaces 
The thick ſighs from him; whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your Lord, I mean) lavghs ſrom's free lungs, ct ies, 
Oh! 
Can my ſides hold, to think, that man, who knows 
By hittory, report, or his own proof, 
What woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chuſe 
But mult be, will bis free hours languiſh out 
For aſſur d bondage? 
Imo. Will my Lord ſay fo ? 
lach, Ay, Madam, with his eyes in flood with laugh- 
It is a recreation to be by, ſter. 
And hear him mock the Frenchman; but heav'n knows, 
Some men are much to blame, 
Imo. Not he, 1 hope. 
lach. Not he. But yet heav'n's bounty tow'rds him 
Be us'd more thankfully. In bimfelf tis much; [might 
la you, whom Il count his, beyond all talents ; 
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Whilſt Fam bound to wonder, 1 am bound 
To pity too- 

Imo. What do you pity, Sir? 

Jach. Two creatures heartily. 

Imos. Am 1 one, Sir? 

You look on me; what wreck diſcern you in me. 
Deſerves your pity ! 
lach. Lamentable ! what ! 
To hide me from the radiant ſun, and ſolace 
I tht dungeon by « ſnuff ! 
imo. | pray you. Sir, 
Deliver with more openne'(s-your anſwers 
To my demands, Why do you pity me ? 

lach. That others do, 
was aboat to ſay, enjoy your 
It is an offize of the gocs to venge it, 

Not mine to ſpeak on't. 

Imo. You do ſeem to know | 
Something of me, or what-concerns me; pray you, 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
1 han to be ſure they do; for certainties 
Or are paſt remedies, or timely known, 

The remedy's then born), diſcover to me 
M hat both you ſpur and ſtop, 

lach. Had | this cheek 
To. bathe my lips upon; this hand, whoſe touch, 
Whoſe very touch would force the feeler's ſoul 
To th” oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes pris' ner the wild motion ot mine eye, 

Fixing it only here ; ſhould 1 (damn'd then) 

Slaver with lips, as common as the ſtairs 

T hat mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 

Made hard with hourly faliehood, as with labour; 

Then glad myſelt by peeping in an eye, 

Baſe and unluftrous as the ſmoaky light 

That's fed with ſtinking tallow ; it were fit, 

That all the plagues of hell ſhonld at one time 

Encounter ſuch revolt. | 
Ima, My Lord, i fear, 

Has forgot Britain, 

lach. And himſelf. Nat I, 
luclig'd to this iutelligence, pronounce 


but 
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The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces, 
That from my muteſt conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 

Imo. Let me hear no more, 

lach. Oh deareſt ſoul ! your cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 
With pity, that doth make me fick. A lady 
So fair, and faſten'd to an empery, 

Would make the great'f King double ! to be partner'd 
With tomboys, hir'd with that ſelf-exhibition 
Which your own coffers yic1d ! with diſeas'd ven- 
That play with all infirmities for gold. [ tures, 
M hich rottenneſs lends nature ! ſuch boil'd tuff, 
As well might poiſon poiſon ! Be revenged ; 
Or ſhe that bore you was no Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great ſtock. 
Imo. Reveng'd ! 
How ſhall I be reveng'd if this be true? 
(As I have ſuch a heart, that bath mine ears 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe); it it be true, 
How thould I be reveng'd ? 

lach. Should he make me 

Live like Diana's pi ieſt, betwixt cold ſheets ? 

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps 

In your deſpight, upon your purſe ? Revenge it :— 
J dedicate mylelf to your ſweet pleature, 

More noble than that runagate to your bed; 

And will continue tait to your affection, 

Still cloſe as ſure, 

Imo. What ho, Piſanio ! <——— 

Jach. Let me my ter vice tender on your lips, 

Imo. Away! do condemn mine ears, that have 
30 long attended thee. it thou wert honourable, 
Thou would®!t have told this tale for virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou teek'lt, as bale as ſtrange, 
Thou wrong'ſt a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thon iram honour ; and 
Solicit'ſt here a lady that difcains 


Thee ard the devil alice, What ho, Pifanio loom 
The King my father {h:!] be made acquainted 


Of thy aſſault; it he (þ2)] think it fit, 
A ſaucy — 1 in his ccurt to mart 
As in a uh few, aud to expound 
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His beaſtly mind to us; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſanio ! 
lach. O happy Leonarus, I may fay; 
The credit that thy lady hath of thee 
Deſerves thy truſt ; and thy moſt perfect goodneſs. 
Her aſſur'd credit! bleſſed live you long, 
A lady to the worthieſt Sir that ever | 
Country call'd his! and you his miltreſs, only 
For the moſt worthielt fit 1 Give me your 
I have ſpoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and ſhall make your Lord,. 
That which he is, new o'er : and he is one 
The trueſt manner d, ſuch a holy witch, 
That he inchants ſocieties into him: 
Half all men's hearts are his. 
Imo. You make amends, 
Iach. He fits mong men like a deſcended god: 
He hath a kind of honour ſets him off, 
More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty Princeſs, that I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a falſe report; which hath- 
Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment 
la the election of a Sir, ſo rare, 
Which you know cannot err. l he love I bear bim, 
Made me to fan you thus; but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your pardon. 
Imo. All's well, Sir; take my power i' th' court for 
your's, | 
Iach. My humble thanks. I bad almoſt forgot 
T intreat your Grace but in a ſmall requelt ; 
And yet of moment too, for it concerhs 
Your Lord; myſelt and other noble friends 
Are partuers in the buſineſs, ; 
Ius. Pray, what is't? _ 
lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord, 
(Beſt feather of our wing), have mingled ſums 
To buy a preſent for the F.mperor : 
W hich I, the factor for the reſt, have done 
In France; 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquiſite form, their values great; 
Aud I am ſome thing curious, being ſtrange, 


Se. | I; : Cynibeline, 189 


To have them in ſafe r may it it pleaſe you 


Jo take them in protection 
Imo. Willingly ; 
And pawn mine honour for their ſafety. Since 
My Lord hath int'reſt in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 
Jach. They are in a trunk, 
Attended by my men: I will make bold 
To fend them to you only tor this night; 
I muſt aboard to-morrow. 
Imo O no, no. 
lach. Yes, I beſeech you: or I ſhall ſhort my word, 
By length'ning my return From Gallia 
I croſs d the ſeas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 
To fee your Grace. 
lach. I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ? 
Tach. © I muſt, Madam. 
Therefore | ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your Lord with writing, do t to-night, 
L have outſtood my time, which is material 
To th tender cf our preſent, . 
Ino. | will write: 
Send your trunk to me, it ſhall ſafe be kept, 
And truly yielded you, You're very welcome. 


8 os 8 © S CES 4 


_ Cymibeline's palace, 
Enter Cloten and two Lords. 


Clot. ? AS there ever man had ſuch luck ! when 
i Kiſs d the jack upon an up-caſt, to be 
hit away ! I had an hunared pound on't; and then a 
whoreſon jack-au ape» muit take me up tor 1wearings 
as if 1 borrowed mine oaths of him, and migtt not 
ſpend them at iny pl-aſure. 
1 Lord. What got he by that? you have broke his 
pate with your bowl 
_ 2 Lord. If his wit had been like his that broke it, 
it would have run all out, [4/de. 
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Clat. When a gentleman is diſnos'd to ſwear, it is 
not tor any ſtanders-by to curtail his oaths Ha? 

2 Lord. No, my Lord ; nor crop the ears of them, 

[ Afrde. 

Clot. Whoreſon dog ! I give him ſatisfaction? would 
he had been one of my rank, 

2 Lord. To have ſmelt like a fool [AA. 

Clot. I am not vex'd more at any thing in the earth, — 
2 pox on't ! I had rather not be fo noble as I am ; they 
dare not fight with me, becauſe of the Queen my mo- 
ther; every jack-ſlave hath his belly-full of fighting, 
and I mult go up and down like a cock that no body 
can match. 

2 Lord You are a cock and a capon too; and you 
crow, cock, with your comb on. [ Aide. 

Clit. Say'lt thou? 

2 Lord. It is not fit your Lordſhip ſhould undertake 
zvery companion that you give offence to. 

Clet. No, I know that; but it is fit 1 ſhould commit 
offence to my interiors. 

2 Lord Ay, it is fit for your Lordſhip only 

Clot. Why, ſo | ſay. 

1 Lerd Did you hear of a ſtranger that's come to 
court to night? 

Clit. A ranger, and I not know on't ? 
2 Lord. He's a ſtrange fellow himi-it, and knows it 
not, Lade. 

1 Lord. There's an Italian come, and tis thought one 
of Leonatus's friends. 

Clot. Leonatus I a baniſh'd raſcal; and he's another, 
whatſoever he be. M ho old you of this firanger ? 

1 Lord. One of your Lordſhip's pagts. 

Clot. Is it fit I went to look upon hun? is there no 
derog ation int? 

2 Lord. You cannot derogate, my Lord, 

Cat. Not ealily, I think 

2 Lerd. Not are a foot tanted, therefore your iſſues 
being fœoliſh do not dero ate. [ Ade. 

Cet. Come, 'i go fee this Italian: what I have loſt 
to day at bowis, 1 il win to- night ot him Cone: go. 

2 Lord. IH tend your Lor ſhip. [Exit Clot. 
That ſuch a craity devil as his mother, 
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Should yield the world this aſs . a woman that 

Bears all down with her brain ; and this her fon 

Cannot take two from twenty tor kis heart, 

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor Princeſs, 

Thou divine !mogen, what thou endur'ſt ! 

Betwixt a father by thy ſtepdame govern'd, 

A mother hourly coinng plots ; a wouer, 

More hatetu! than the toul expulſion is 

Of thy dear buſband, than that horrid act 

Of the divorce hell-made. The heav'ns hold firm 

The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unthak'd 

That temple thy fair mind, that thou may ſt ſtand 

T' erjoy thy ban.la'd Lord, and this great land! 
[Exeunts 


$ CEN E II. 


Changes to a magnificent led chamber ; in one part of it a 
large trunk, 


Imogen is diſecverd reading in her bed, a Lady ailending. 


Imo. Who's there? my woman Helen! 
Lady. Pleaſe you, Madam 
Imo. What hour is it? 
Lady. Almoſt midnight, Madam. 

Imo. 1 have read three hours then, mine eyes are weak, 
Fold down the leaf where l have left; to bed 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning : 

And if thou canſt awake by four o' th' clock, 
I pr'ythee, call — hath ſeiz'd me wholly, 
[Exit Lady. 
To your protection! — me, gods; 
F: om fairies, and the tempters of the night, | 
Guard me, beſeech ye. [Sleefps. 
[lachimo riſes from the trunk, 
Lach. The crickets ſing, and man's o'er-laboui d teuls. 


Repairs itſelf by reit: our Tarquin thus 


Did fottly preis the ruſhes, ere he waken'd 

The chaſtity he wounved, Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom ſt thy vel! treth lily. 
And whiter than the ſheets! that! might touch, 
But kiſs, one kiſs rubies unpuragon'd 


How dearly they do't ! 'tis her breathing chat 


192 Cmbeline. AQ 2+ 


Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o th' taper 

Bows tow'rd her, and would under-peep her lids, 

To ſee th' incloſed light, now canopy'd 

Under thoſe windows : white with azure lac'd, 

The blue of heav'n's own tint —— But my delign's 

To note the chamber —— I will write ail dows, 

Such and ſuch pictures there, the window, ſuch 

Th' adornment of her bed——the arras, figures 

Why, ſuch, and ſuch—and the contents & th' ſtory — 

Ah, but ſome nat'ral notes about her body, 

Above ten thouſand meaner moveables, 

Would teſtify, t' inrich my inventory. 

O Sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her! 

And be her ſenſe but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying ! Come off, come off. 
[Tating of ber bracelet, 

As flipp'ry, as the Gordian knot was hard, —— 

'Tis mine; and this will witneſs outwardly, 

As ſtrongly as the conſcience does within, 

To th' madding of her Lord. On her left breaſt 

A mole cinque ſpotted, like the crimſon drops 

P th' bottom of a cou ſlip. Here's a voucher, 

Stronger than ever law could make: this ſecret 

Will force him think I've pick'd the lock, and ta'en 

The trealuce of her honour, No more to what end? 

Why ſhould I write this down, that's rivetted, 

Screw'd to my mem'ry ? She hath been reading, late, 

The tale of Tereus; here ihe leaf's turn'd down 

Where Philomele gave up | have cnough 

Jo th' trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it, 

Swift, ſwift, you dragons of the night! that dawaing 

May bear tbe raven's eye“: | lodge in fear, 


Though this a heav'nly angel, hell is here. [ Crock Aries. 


One, two, three: time, time : 
[Cees into the trunk, the ſcene cliſes. 


* The raven's eye is remarkably large aud grey. 


very 
ful i 
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Ee III. 
Changes to another part of the palace facing Imogen g apart - 


ments. 


Enter Cloten, and Lord.. 


t Lord. Your Lordſhip is the moſt patient man in 4 
loſs, the coldeſt that ever turn d up ace. q 

Clot. It would make any man cold to loſe. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble 
temper of your Lordſhip; you are molt hot and furious 
when you win. 

Clot. Winning will put any man into courage: if I 
could ger this foolith Imogen, I ſhou'd have gold enough, 
*T is almoſt morning, ist not? 

1 Lord. Day, my Lord. 

Clot. I would this muſic would come ! I am advis'd 
to give her muſic o' mornings; they ſay it will penetrate, 


Enter Muſicians. 


Come on, tune; if you can penetrate her with your 

fingering, ſo; we'll try with tongue too: if none will 

do, let her remain: but I'll never give o'er. Firit, a 
12 very excellent good conceited thing; after, a wonder- 

ful ſweet air, with admirable rich words to it ; and then 
% let her conſider, 


. 


Hark, hark ! the lark at heav'n's gate ſings, 
And Phebus 'gins ariſe, 
His fleeds to water at thoſe ſprings 
es. On chalie d fiowers that lies ® : 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
2 Toe ape their golden eyes, 1 
With every thing that pretty bin : 
My Lady fqpeet, ariſe: 
Ariſe, ariſe. , 
50, get you gone if this penetrate, I will conſider 
your muſic the better: if it do not, it is a vice in her 
4 ＋ the motuing · ſun dries up the dew which lies in the cups of 
A5. X 


ears, which horſe- hair and cats · guts, nor the voice of 
unpav'd eunuch to boot, can never amene. 
[Exeunt Muſicians. 


Enter Pucen and Cymbeline. 


2 Lord. Here comes the King. | 

C/ot. I am glad i was up ſo late, for that's the reaſon 
I was up ſo early; he cannot chuſe but take this ſervice L 
I have done fatherly. Good morrow to your Majeſty, 
and to my gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our ſtern daughter? 
W ill the not forth? 

Clot. 1 have aſſail'd her with muſic, but ſhe vouch» 
ſafes no notice, 

Cym, The exile of her minion is too new ; 
She hath not yet forgot him : ſome more time 
Muſt wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's your's. 

Queen. You are moſt bound to th* King, 
Who lets go by no vantage, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter, Frame yourſelf 
To orderly ſolicits, and be friended 
With — of the ſeaſon ; make denials 
Increaſe your ſervices ; fo ſeem, as if 
You were infpir'd to do thoſe duties which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your diſmiſſion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſeleſs. 

Clot. Senſeleſs ? not fo. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Maß. So like you, Sir, Ambaſſadors from Rome ; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Om. A worthy fellow, 4 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 
B= that's no fault of his: we mult receive him 
According to the honour of his ſender ; 
And towards himſelf, his goodneſ(* fore- -ſpent on us *, 
We mutt extend our notice ———— Our dear fon, 


al *%*. 


When you have giv'a good morning to your miſtreſs, = 
® 6, e, the good offices done by him to us berctofore, And 
Cl: 
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Attend the Qneen and us ; we ſhall have need 
T' ewploy you towards this Roman. Come, our Queen. 
[Exeunt . 
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Clot. If ſhe be up, VI! ſpeak with her; if not, 
Let her lie till, and dreams By your leave, ho! 


[ Knocks, 
I know her women are about her — what, 
If 1 do line one of their hands? tis gold 
Which buys admittance, (oft it doth), yea makes 

. Diana's rangers falſe themſelves, yield up 

Their deer to th ſtand o th itealer : and tis gold 

M hich makes the true man kill d, and faves the thief; 
Nay, ſometimes hangs both thiet and true man, W 
Can it not do, and undo? | will make 
One ot her women lawyer to me, tor 

yet not underitand the caſe my ſelf. 

By your leave. [ Knocks, 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Who's there that knocks ? 
Cloet. A Gentleman. 


Lady No more ? 
Clat Yes, and a gentlewoman's ſon, 
Lady That s more 
Than ſome, whoſe tailors are as dear as your's, 
Can juſtly hoaſt of. M hat's your Lordſhip s pleaſure ? 
Cict. Your lady s perſon; is ine ready? 
Lady. Ay, to keep her chamber 1 
Clat There is gold tor you, tell we your good report. q 
Lady. How, my good name? or to repost of you | 
What 1 ſhall think. is good? The Princgls —— 


Enter Imogen, 
Clot. Good morrow, faireſt : finer, your ſwcet hand. 
Imo. Good morrow, Sir; you lay out too much pains 


For purchaſing but trouble; the thanks I give, 


Is telling you that 1 am poor of thanks, 
And ſcarce can ſpare them. 


Clot. Still 1 ſwear, I love you. 


Ine If you but faid fo, twere as deep with me; 
Vor. VII, R 
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If you ſwear ſtill, your recompence is ſtill 
1 hat | regard it not. 
Clot. This is no anſwer, 


Imo. But that you ſhall not fay I yield, being ſilent, 
1 would not ſpeak, I pray you, ſpare me — 'taith, 


I ſhall unfold equal diſcourteſy 
To your belt kindneſs : one ot your great knowing 
Should learn (being tort) forbearance, 


Clit. To leave you in your madneſs, twere my fin : 


I will not. 

Imo. Fools cure not mad folks, 

Clat. Do you call me fool? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do. 

If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad ; 

That cures us both. I am much forry, Sir, 

You put me to forget a lady's manners 

By being ſo verbal: and learn now for all, 

That I, who know my heart, do here pronounce 
By th' very truth of it, I care not for you: 

And am ſo near the lack of charity 

T” accuſe myſelt, I hate you: which 1 had rather 
You felt, than make my boaſt, 

Clot. You fin againſt E 
Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that baſe wretch, 
(One bred of alms, and foſter d with cold diſhes, 
With ſcraps o* th* court), it is no contract, none: 
And though it te allow'd in meaner parties, 

(Yet who than he more mean ?) to knit their ſouls 
(On whom there is no more dependency | 

But brats and beg gary) in ſeli- finger'ꝗ knot ; 

Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 

The conſequence o' th' crown; and mult not ſoil 
The precious note of it with a baſe ſlave, 

A hilding for a livery, a ſquire's cloth; 

A pantler ; nq; ſo eminent. 

Imo. Protane fellow! 

Wert thou the {on of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his groom : thou wert dignity't enough, 
Ev'n to the point of envy, if 'twere made 
Comparative tor your virtues, to be ſtyl'd 


To 
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The under-hangman of his realm ; and hated 
For being preferr'd fo well. 

Cl:t, The ſouth-fog rot him? 

Imo He never can meet more miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee, His meaneſt garment, 
That ever had but clipp'd his bo ly, 's dearer 
In my reſpect, than all the hairs above thee, 

Were they all made ſuch men. How now, Piſanio ? 


Enter Piſanio. 


Clot. Nis garment ? now, the devil 
Imo. To Dorothy, my woman, hie thee preſently, 
Clot, His garment ? 
Im». I am iprighted with a fool, 
Frighted. and angred worſe—Go, bid my woman 
Search tor a jewel, that too caſually 
Hath left mine arm—it was thy maſter's, Shrew me, 
If i would loſe it for a revenue 
Of any King in Europe. 1 do think, 
I ſaw't this morning; confident I am, 
Laſt night twas on my arm; I kiſſed it; 
1 hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I kiſs aught but him, 
Piſ. Twill not be loſt. 
Ino. I hope ſo; pO, and ſearch. [Exit Piſanĩo. 
Clot. You have abus'd me 
His meaneſt garment? ——— 
Imo. Ay, I faid fo, Sir; 
If you will make't an action, call witneſs toꝰt. 
Clot | will inform your father. 
Ins Your mother too; 
She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worſt of me. 80 l leave you, Sir, N 


To th' worſt of aicontent. [Exit. 
Clot. I'll be reveng'd. —— 
His meaneſt garment ?—well, LExit. 


s c EN E v. Changer to Rome. 
Enter Poſthumus, and Philario. 


Pen. Fear it not, Sir; I would { were fo ſure 
To win the K ing, as I am bold her honour 
R 2 
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Will remain her's. 
Phi What means do you make to him? 
Pot. Not any, but abide the change of time; 


Quake in the preſent winter's ſtate, and with by 
That warmer days would come ; in theſe fear'd hopes 

I barely gratify your love; they failing, Bi 
I muſt die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very poodnefs, and your company, Sp 
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your King Ti 
Hath heard of great Auguitus ; Caius Lucius 
Will do's commiſſion throughly, And I think 11 
He'll grant the tribute; fend th arrearages, = 
Ere look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance — 


Is yet freſh in their grief. 

Paſt I do believe, | 
(Statiſt though 1 am none, nor like to be), 
That this ſhall prove a war; and you ſhall hear Fe 
The legions, now in Gallia, ſooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain, than bave tidings 
Of any penny tiibute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more oi der'd, than when Julius Cæſar 
Smil's at their lack of ſkill, but found their courage 
Worthy ot frowning at. Their diſcipline, 
Now mingied with their courages, will make known 
To ther approvers , they are people ſuch 
As mend upon the world, 


SCENE VI Enter lachimo. 


Phil. See, lachimo. . 
Poſt. Sure, the ſwitt harts have poſted you by land, 
And winds of all the corners kifs'd your fails, 
To make your veſſel nimble. 
Phi. Welcome Sir. 3 
Poft. 1 hope the beiefneſs of your aaſwer made 
The ſpeedinels of your return. 
fach. Your lady 
Is of the faireſt Ie er look d upon. 
Poſt And, there withal, the beſt; or let her beauty 
Look through a caſement to allure falle hearts, 
And be falie with them. 
Jach. Here are letters for you 


i e. tothoſe who try them. 
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Poſt Their tenor good | truſt. 

TJach Tis very like. 

Poft. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court, 
When you were there ? 

lach. He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 

Pofi. All is well yet. 
Sparkles this ſtone as it was wont, or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

Tach. If I've loſt it, 
1 ſhould have loſt the worth of it in gold. 
I'll make a journey twice as far, t' enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, which 
Was mine in Britain; for the ring is won. 

Pe The ſtone's too hard to come by. 

Lach. Not a whit, 
Your la:'y being ſo eaſy. 

Poſs Make not, Sir, 
Your loſ your ſport : I hope you know that we 
Muſt not continue friends, 

ach Good Sir, we muſt, 
If you keep covenant. Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your miſtreſs home, I 
We were to queſt:on farther; but i now 
Profeſs mylelt the winner ot her honour, 
Together with your ring; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you. having proceeded but 


+ By both your wills. 


Poft If you can make't apparent 
That you have taſted her in bed; my hand, 
And ring is your's If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loſes 
Your ſword or mine; or maſterleſ. leaves both 
To who ſhall find them. 

lach Sir, my circumſtances 
Being fo near the truth, as I will make them, 
Mult firſt induce you to believe; whoſe ſtrength 
I will confirm with oath, which I doubt not 
You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 
You need it not, 
Poſt Proceed. 

lach. Firſt, 2 —— 
3 
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(Where I confeſs I ſlept not; but profeſs, 
Had that was well worth watching), it was hang'd 
With tapeſtry of filk and ſilver ; the ſtory 
« Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
« And Cydnus ſwell'd above the banks, or for 
The preſs of boats or pride.—A piece of work 
So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In workmanſhip, and value ; which 1 wonder'd 
Could be ſo rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life on't was — , 

Poſt, This is true; 
And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by ſome other 

lach. More particulars 
Muſt juſtify my know!edge. 

Pe. So they muſt, 
Or do your honour injury. 

Iach The chimney 
Is ſouth the chamber ; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaſte Dian, bathing : never ſaw | figures 
So likely to report themſelves; the cutter 
Has as another Nature done : outwent her, 
Motion and breath left out, 

Paſt. This is a thing 
Which you might from relation likewiſe reap 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 

Jach. The roof o' th' chamber 
With golden cherubims is fretted : th' andirons 
(1 had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of ſilver, each on one foot ſtanding, nicely 
* on their brands. 

Po. What's this t' her honour ? 
Let it he granted you have ſeen all this, 
Praiſe be to your remembrance, the deſcription 
Of what is in ber chamber nothing ſaves 
The wager you have laid, 


Joch. Then, if you can FT Pulling out the bracelet. 


Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel; ſee! 
And now tis up again; it muſt be married 
To that your diamond. I'll keep them. 
Pe. Jove! | 
once more let me behold it: is it that 5 
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Which I left with her? 
lach. Sir, I thank her, that: 
She ſtripp'd it from her arn ; I ſee her yet, 
Her pretty action did out ſell her gift, 
And yet enrich d it too; ſhe gave it me, 
And ſaid, ſhe priz'd it once. 
Peft. May be thg pluck d it off 
To lend it me. 
Ja:h. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhe ? 
Poſt. O. no, no; 'tis true. Here, take this too; 
It is a baſiliſk unto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on't : let there be no honor, 
Where there is beauty ; truth, where ſemblance; love, 
Where there's another man, The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they're made, 


Than they are to their virtues, which is nothing; 


O, above meaſure falſe. 
Phi. Have patience, Sir, 
And take your ring again: 'tis not yet won; 
It may be probable ſhe loſt it ; or, 
Who knows, one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtoln it trom her, | | 

Poft Very true, 

And lo | hope he came by't ;—back my ring; — 
Render to me ſome corporal ſign about her, 
More evident than this; for this was ſtole. 

Jach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Pot. Hark you, he ſwears ; by jupiter he ſwears. 
'Tis true nay, keep the ring tis true; I'm fure 
She could not loſe it ; her attendants are 
All honourable: they induc'd to (teal it! 
And, by a ſtranger ! — no, he hath enjoy'd her. 
The cogmiſance of her incontinency _ | 
Is this; ſhe hath bought the name of whore thus dear · 
There, take thy hire, and all the fiends of hell fly. 
Divide themſelves between you ! 

Phi. Sir, be patient; 
This is not ſtrong enough to be believ'd, 
Of one perſuaded well of 

Poft. Never talk on't ; 
She hath been colted by him, 

Lach. If you ſeek 


- 2 2 — 1 
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For further ſatisfying, under her breaſt, 
Worthy the preſſing. lies a mole, right proud 
Of that molt delicate lodging. By my lite 

I kiſs d it; and it gave me preſent hunger 

To feed again, though full. You do remember 

This ſtain upon her ? 

Peft. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain as big as hell can hMY, 
Were there no more but it. 

Jach. Will you hear more? 

Poſt. Spare your arithmetic, 

Count not the turns : once, and a million! 
lach I'll be ſworn 
Poft. No wearing: 

If you will wear you bave not done't, you lye. 

And | will kill thee, if thou doſt deny 

Thou'tt made me cuckold. 
lach Ill devy nothing. 

Poſt O. that I had her here. to tear her limb- meal! 

I will go there, and do't i' th' court, before 

Her father I'll do lomethrng —— [Exit, 
Phi Quite beſides 

The government of patience ! You have won; 

Let's tollow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 

He hath againſt himielt 
lch. With all my heart. [ Exeunt: 


$ Ca Bu B Wh Re-enter Poſthumus. 


Poſt. ls there no way for men to be, but women 

Muit be halt workers ? we are baitards all; 

And that moſt venerable man, which 1 

Did call my tather, was | know not where, 

When 1 was ſtampt. Some coiner with his tools 

Made me a counterfeit ; yet my mother ſeemꝰ d 

The Dian of that time; fo doth my wife 

The nonpareil of this ——Oh vengeance, vengeance ! 

Me ot my lawful pleaſure ſhe reitrain d, 

And pray'd me, oft, forbearance; did it with 

* A pudency fo roly, the ſweet view on t 

Might well have warm d old Saturn—that I thought 
= | 


* As chaſte as unſunn'd ſnow, Oh, all the devils ! 


a w— - 3 — 
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This yellow lachimo in an hour was't not? —— 

Or leſs: at firſt? perchance he ſpoke not, but 

* Like a full-acorn'd boar, a churning on, 

* Cry'd, Oh! and mounted; found no oppoſition 

From what he look'd for ſhould oppoſe, and ſhe 

Should from encounter guard. Could | find out 

The woman's part in me for there's no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 

It is the woman's part; be't lying, note it, 

The woman's ; flattering, her's; deceiving, her's ; 

Luſt and rauk thoughts her's, her's ; revenges, her's; 

Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, diſdain, 

Nice longings, flanders, mutability: 

All faults that may be nam d, nay, that hell knows, 

Why, her's, in part, or all; but rather all For 
even to vice 

They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill ; 

One vice, but of a minute old, tor one 

Not half fo old as that. I'll write againſt them, 

Deteſt them, curſe them ———yet tis greater (kill, 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will, 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [ Exit, 


a TT · $S CENE I 
Cymbeline's palace. 


Enter, in flate, Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, aud Lords, 
at one door ; and at another, Caius Lucius and At- 
tenidants. 


Cym N ow fay, what would Auguſtus Cæſar with 
us? 
Luc. When Julius Cæſir (whoſe remembrance yet 
Lives in mens eyes, and will to ears and tongues 
Be the ne, and hearing ever) was in this britain, 
And conquer'd it, aſſibelan, thine uncle, 
(Famous in Cæſar's praiſes, no whit leſs 
Than in his ſears delervivg it), for him, 
And his ſucceſſion, granted Rome a tribute, 


Yearly three thouſand pounds ; which by thee lately 


L l:tt vatender'd. 
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Oueen, And, to kill the marvail, 
Shall be ſo ever. 
Clot. There be many Cæſars, 
Ere ſuch another Julius: Britain is 
A world by *tſelt; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own noſes. 

Qucen That opportunity, 

Which then they had to take from's, to reſume 

We have apain. Remember, Sir, my Liege, 

The Kings your anceſtors; together with 

The nat*ral brav ry of your ifle, which ſtands, 

As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 

Wich rocks unicaleable and roaring waters; 

With ſands that will not hear your enemies? boats, 
But ſuck them up to th' top maſt. A kind of conqueſt 
Cæſar made here; but made not here his brag 

Of, came, and /aw, and overcame. With thame 
(The firſt that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our coaſt, *twice beaten ; and his ſhipping 
(Poor ignorant “ baubles) on our terrible ſeas, 

Like egg · ſhell mov'd upon their ſurges, crack'd 

As cally gainſt our rocks. For joy whereof, 

The fam'd Caſſibelan, who was once at point 

(Oh, giglet Fortune !) to maſter Caſar's ſword, 
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright, 

And Britains ſtrut with courage. 

Clot. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid. Our 
kingdom is ſtronger than ic was at that time; and, as [ 
faid, there is no more ſuch Cæſars; other of them may 
have crook'd noles, but to own ſuch ſtrait arms, none. 

On Son, let your mother end. | 

Clos. We have yet many anong us can gripe as hard 
as Caflivelan ; I do not lay, I am one; but I have a 
hand Why, tribute? Why ſhaulꝗ we pay tribute? 
If (tar can hide the ſin from us with a blanket, or 
put tne moon in his pocket, we will piy him tribute 
for light + elie. Sir, uo more tribute, pray you now. 

Czm. You mult know, a 
Till the injurious Roman did extort 
This tribute from us, we were tree. Cæſar's ambition, 


Which ſwell'd fo much, that it did almoit ſtretch 
* igucraut for of no uſe. 
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The ſides o* th* world, againſt all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon's; which to ſhake off, 
Becomes a warlike people (which we reckon 
Ourſelves to be) to do. Say then to Czlar, 
Our anceltor was that Mulmutius, who 
Ordain'd our laws, whole ute the ſword of Cæſar 
Hath too much mangled ; whoſe repair and franchiſe 
Shall, by the power we bold, be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry : that Mulmutius, 
Who was the firſt of Britain which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 
Himſelf a King. 

Lac. I'm ſorry, Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce Auguſtus Cæſar 
(Cæſar, that bath more kings his ſervants, than 
Thyſelt comeſtic officers) thine enemy. 
Receive it from me then. War and conſuſion 
In Cæſar's name pronounce I gainit thee : look 
For fury, not to be reſiſted. Thus deiy d, 
1 thank thee for myſelf, 

Cm. Thou'rt welcome, Caius ; 
Thy Czſar knighted me; my youth I ſpent 
Much under bim: of him 1 gather'd honour, 
Which he to ſeek of me again perforce, 
Behoves me keep at utterance ®. I am perſect, 
That the Panonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties are now in arms: a precedent 
Which not to read, would ſhew the Britons cold! 
So Czſar ſhall not find them. 

Luc, Let proof ſpeak. 

Clot. His Majeſty bids you welcome. Make paſtime 
with us a day or two, or longer : it you ſeek us after- 
wards on other terms, you thall find us in our ſalt wa- 
ter girdle : if you beat us out ot it, it is your's : if you 


fall in the adventure, our crows ſhall fare the better 
for you ; and there's an end. 


Luc. So, Sir. 
Cym. I know your maſter's pleaſure, and he mine : 
All the remaia is, welcome, | [Excunt, 


® 7, e. at extreme diſtance, 
* 
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SCENE II. Enter Piſanio, reading a letter. 


Piſ. How ? of adultery ? wherefore write you not, 
M hat monſters have accus'd her? Leonatus ! 
Oh maſter, what a ſtrange infection 
Is tall'n into thy ear? what falſe Italian 
(As pois'nous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready hearing !— Diſloyal ? no; 
She's puniſh'd tor her truth; and un 
More goddelis-like' than wife like, ſuch aſſaults 
As would take in ſome virtue. Oh, my maſter! 
„% Thy wind to her's is now as low, as were 
„% Thy tortunes. How ? that I ſhould murder her? 
Upon the love and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command !—1, her !—her blood 
If it be ſo to do good iet vice, never 
Let me be counted ſerviceable How look I, 
That | ſhould ſeem to lack bumanity, 
So much as this tat comes to? Do't = the letter. 


[ Reading, 
That I bave ſent her, by her own command 
Shall give thee epportunity——— Damn'd paper! 
Black as the ink that's on thee : ſenieleſs bauble ! 
Art thou a idary for this act, and look it 
So virgin-like without ? Lo, here ſhe comes, 


Enter Imogen. 


I'm ignorant in what I am commanded, 

Im How now, Piſanio? 

Pi Madam, here is a letter from my Lord. 
Ino. Who! thy Lord ! that is my Lord Leonatus: 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that aitrologer, 

That knew the ſtirs, as 1 his characters: 

He'd lay che future open—— You good gods, 

Let what is here contain'd rel:th ot love, | 

Ot my Lord's health, of his content ;—yet not, 
That we too-are aſunder; let that grieve h m 

Some griels are mediemable; tha: is one of them, 
Fer t woth phy ſic love; — of his content, 

In all but that. i :000 wax, thy leave. —blets'd be 
You bees, that make theſe jocks of countel ! Lovers, 


And men in dang'rous bonds, pray nok alike, 


Is. 2. Gymicline, 


Though forfeitures you calt in priſon, yet 
You claſp young Cupid's tables : good news, gods ! 
| Reading. 

Juſtice, and your father's wrath, ſhould he tate me in his 
dominion, could not be ſo cruel to me ; but you, oh, the dear- 
eft of creatures, would even renew me with your cet. Take 
notice that I am in Cambria, at Miilſord-haven ; what 
your own love will out of this, adviſe you, follow, Sg le 


eviſhes you ail happineſs, that remains loyal to his veau, 
and yours increaſing in Ive, LEoxaTus PosTHunvUs, 


** Oh, for a horſe with wings! hear'ſt thou, Piſanio ? 
« He is at Milford haven : read, and tell me 
How far tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
%% May plod it in a week, why may not [ 
« Glide thither in a day? then, true Piſanio, 
„Who long'lt like me to ſee thy Lord; who long'!t, 
(Ob, let me bate), but not like me; yet long'(t— 
« But in a fainter kind. — oh, not like me; 
« For mine's beyond, beyond —Say, and ſpeak thick; 
Love's counſellor ſhould fill the bores of hearing 
To th' ſmoth'ring of the ſenſe—** How far it is. 
* To this ſame bleſſed Milford: and, by th' way, 
© Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as 
« T'inherit- ſuch a haven. Burt, firſt ot all, 
+ How may we ſteal from hence? and for the gap 
„That we ſhall make in time, from our hence going 
© Till our return, t'excuſe: but firſt, how get hence ? 
„% Why ſhould excuſe be born or ere begot ! 
« We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, ſpeak, 
% How many ſcore of miles may we well ride 
„Twist hour and hour? 

Pi. One ſcore 'twixt ſun and ſun, 

Madam, s enough for you; and too much too. 
Imo. Why, one that rode to's execution, man, 
Could never go ſo flow. I've heard of riding wagets, 

Where horſes have been nimbler than the ſands 
That run i' th' clock's behalf. But this is fool'ry, 
Go, bid my woman feign a fickneſs ; ſay, 
She'll home t' her tather; and provide me, preſent, 
A riding ſuit ; no coltlier than would fit 
A Franklin's houſewife, = 

Vor. VII. 8 
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FPiſ. Madam, you d beſt conſider, 
Imo. I ſee before me, man; nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enſues, that have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look thro'. Away, I pr'ythee, 
Do as | bid thee ; there's no more to ſay ; 
Acceilible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt, 


S C EN E II. 
Changes to a foreſt with a cave, in Wales. 
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Bel. A goodly day ! not to keep houſe, with ſuch 
W hoſe roof's as low as ours: ſee, boys! this gate 
lnſtructs you how t'adore the heav'ns; and bows you 
To morning's holy cflice, Gates of monarchs 

Are arch'd ſo high, that giants may jet through, 
And keep their impious turbands on, without 

Good morrow to the fun, Hail, thou fair heav'n ! 
We houſe i' th' rock, yet uſe thee not fo hardly 

As prouder livers do, 

Guid. Hail, heav'n ! 

Arv, Hail, heav'n ! 

Bel. No for our mountain-ſport, up to yond hill, 
Your legs are young. I ll trade theſe flats, Conſider 
When you, above, perceive me like a crow, 

That it is place which leſſens and ſets off; 

And you may then revolve what tales I told you, 

* Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war ; 

* 'T hat ſervice is not ſervice, ſo being done, 

* But being ſo allow'd. To apprehend thus, 

* Draws us a profit from all things we ſee; 

* And often, to our comfort, ſhall we find 

The ſharded beetle in a ſater hold; 


+ Than is the ſull- wing d eagle. Oh, this life G 
* Is nobler than attending for a check; | 10 
« Richer, than doing nothing for a bauble ; T 
« Prouder, than ruſtling in unpaid for ſilk. 1 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, we 


| + Yet keeps his book uncrols'd ; no lite to ours. 
Guid. * Out of your proof you ſpeak; we, poor, 
unfiedg'd, | 
* Have never wing'd from view o' th' neſt ; nor knov 


„ 
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What air's from home, Haply this life is beſt, 

If quiet life is belt ; ſweeter to you, 

That have a ſharper known; well correſponding 
With your ſtiff age : but unto us, it is 

A cell of ign'rance ; travelling a-bed ; 

A priſon, tor a debtor that not dares 

To ſtride a limit. 

Aro. * What ſhould we ſpeak of, 

When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 

The rain and wind beat dark December ? how, 

In this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourie 

The freezing hours away? We have ſeen nothing; 
We're beaſtly; ſubtle as the fox for prey, 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat, 

Our valour is to chaſe what flies ; our cage 

We make a choir, as doth the priſon'd bird, 

And ſing our bondage freely. 

Bel. * How you ſpeak ! 

Did you but know the cities uſuries, 

And felt them knowingly; the art o' th' court, 

As hard to leave, as keep ; whoſe top to climb, 

Is certain falling; or ſo ſlipp'ry, that 

The fear's as bad as falling : the toil of war ; 

A pain that only ſeems to ſeek ont danger 

"th? name of fame and honour ; which dies i th 
And hath as oft a fland'rous epitaph, [ſearch, 
As record of fair at; nay, many time, 

Doth ill deſerve, by doing well; what's worſe, 
Muſt curt'fy at the cenſure, —*<* Oh, boys, this ſtory 
The world may read in me: my body's mark'd 
Wirth Roman ſwords ; and my report was once 
Firſt with the belt of note, Cymbeline lov'd me; 
And when a ſoldier was the theme, my name 

Was not far off: then was J as a tree, 

M hoſe boughs did bend with fruit. But, in one night, 
A ſtorm, or robbery, call it what you will, 

Shook down my wellow hangings, nay, my leaves; 
And left me bare to weather, 

Guid. Uncertain favour ! | 

Bel. My fault being nothing, as I have told yon oſt, 


But that two villains (whoſe falſe oaths prevailed 
Betore my perſect honour) ſwore to Cymbeline, 
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1 was confed'rate with the Romans: fo 
Follow'd my banithment ; and, this twenty years, 
This rock and theſe demeſnes have been my world ; 
Where | have liv'd at honeſt freedom; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. Bur, up toth' mountains! 
This is not hunters' language; he that ſtrikes 
The veniſon firſt, ſhall be the lord o' th' feaſt; 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter, 
And we will fear no poiion, which attends 
In place of greater ltate. 
I'll meet you in the valleys. [£xenzt Guid, and Arvir, 
How hard it is to hide the ſparks of nature ! 
"Thele boys know little they are ſons to the King; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they re alive. 
They think they're mine, tho' trained up thus meanly, 
P th' cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
'The roof of palaces; and nature prompts them 
In ſimple an] low things, to prince it, much 
Eeyoud the trick “ of others. This Paladour, 
(The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The King his tather call'd Guiderius), Jove l— 
«« When on my three-foot Rool 1 fir, and tell 
„he warlike feats I've done, his ſpicits fly out 
« lato my Rory : ſay, thus mine enemy fell, 
« And thus 1 ſet my foot on's neck——even then 
© The princely blood flows in his cheek, he ſweats, 
«« Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 
„That acts my words —The younger brother Cad - 
(Once Arviragus), in as like a figure Cwall, 
Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhewsmuch more 
His own conceiving. Hark, the game is rous'd —— 
Oh Cymbeline ! heav'n and my conſtience know 
Thou didſt unjuſtly baniſh me: whereon, 
At three and two years old, I ſtole theſe bates 
Thinking to bar thee of ſu-ceilion, as 
Thou reft'it me of my lands. Euriphile, 
Thou waſt their nurſe ; they take thee for their mother, 
And every day do honour to thy grave ; 
Myſelf Belarias, that am Morgan call'd, 
They take for natural father. The game's up. LExit. 


® trick, for cu fon. Bal ir. 
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SCENE IV. Enter Piſanio and Imogen. 


Imo, Thou told't me, when we came from horſe, 
the place 

Was near at hand, Ne'er long'd my mother fo 
To ſee me firſt, as I have now - Piſanio, 
Where is Poſthumus? What is in thy mind, 
That makes thee ſtare thus ? wherefore breaks that fag 
From th' inward of thee ? one but painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond felt-explication, Put thyſelt 
Into a haviour of lefs fear, ere wildneſs 
Vanqui n thy ſtaĩder ſenſes —— What's the matter? 
Why tender ſt thou that paper to me, wich 
A look untender; if 't be ſummer - news, 
Smile to t before; if winterly, thou need'ſt 
But keep that count nance ſtill. My huſbind's hand? 
That drug-damn'd italy hath outeraftied him, 
And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, mn ; thy tongue 
May take off ſome extremity, which to read 
Would be een mortal to me. 

Pif. Pleaſe you, read; 
And you ſhall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The molt diſdain'd of fortune, 


Imogen reads. 


Thy miſtreſs, Piſanis, hath play d the Rrumpet i in ny 
bed ; the teſtimonies whereof lie bleeding in me. 
feat not out of weak ſurmiſes, but from prof as ſtrong 
as my grief, and as certain as 1 expect my revenge That 
part thou, Piſanio, muſt act for me. If ity faith be 
not tainted with ihe breach of her s, let thine own hands 
take away her lije. I ſhail tue thee oppertunity at Mil- 
ford-haven She hath my letter for the purp:ſe ; where, . 
if thou fear 10 ftirike, and to m- e me certain it i dane, thaw. 
art the pander to her aihonour, and equally to me dijloyal, 


Piſ. What ſhall l ueed to draw wy [word ? the paper 
© Hath cut her throat already No, tis il inder; 
* Whoſe edge is ſharper than the word, wnole ton 
Outvenoms all tn worms of Nile, whole breath 
Rides on the p-iting winds, and doch belye 
All corners of the world. Kings, Queens, and ſtates, 
8 3 
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* Maids, matrons, nay, the ſecrets of the grave. 
This viperous flander enters. What chear, Madam? 
Ins * Falſe to his bed ! what is it to be falſe ? 
* To he in watch there, and to think on him? 
To weep twist clock and clock ? if ſleep charge na- 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, ture, 
* And cry myſelf awake ? that falſe to's bed ! 
Pif. Alas, good lady ! 
Imo. I falſe? thy conſcience witneſs, Iachimy,- 
Thou didſt accuſe him ot incontinency, 
Thou then look'dit like a villain z now methinks 
Thy favour's good enough. Some jay of Italy 
( Whoſe meether was her r hath betray'd him. 
Poor I am ſtale, a garment out of faſhion ; 
And, for I'm e than to hang by th' walls, 
1 muſt be ript : to pieces with me-: oh, 
Mens” yows are womens” traitors, — All good ſeeming 
By thy revolt, oh huſband, ſhall be thought 
Put on for villainy : not born, where't grows; 
But worn, a bait for ladies. 
Piſ. Madam, hear me 
Imo * True honeſt men being heard, like falſe Xneas, 
Were in his time thought falle : and Sinon's weeping 
* Did ſcandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
From moſt true u retehedneſs. So thou, Poſthumus, 
« Wilt lay the leaven to all proper men; 
« Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perjur'd, 
From thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou honeſt, 
Do thou thy maſter's bidding: when thou ſeeſt him, 
A little witneſs my obedience. Look ! 
1 draw the ſword myſelf, take it, and hit 
The innocent manſion of my love. my heart; 
Fear not, tis empty of all — but grief; 
Ihy maſter is not there; who was indeed 
The riches of it. Do his bidding, ſtrike; 
Thou may ſt be valiant in a better cauſe, 
But now thou ſeem ſt a coward. 
Pif. Hence, vile inſtrument ! 
Thou ſhalt not damn my hand. 
Imo. Why, | mult die; 
And, if I do not by thy hand, 8 


No ſervant of chy maſter's. Gainſt ſelſ· laughter 
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There is a prohibition ſo divine, 
That cravens my weak hand *: come, here's my heart, 
(Something's afore't)—loft, ſoit, we'll no defence; 
[Opening her breaſt, 
Obedient as the ſcabbard . What is here? 
The ſcriptures of the loyal Leonatus 
All turn'd to hereſy? away, away, 
[Pulling his letters out of her boſom. 
Corrupters of my faith ! you thall no more 
Be ſtomachers to my heart: thus may poor fools 
Believe falſe teachers: tho' thoſe that are betray'd, 
Do feel the treaſon ſharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worſe caſe of woe. And thou, Polthumus, 
That ſet my diſobedience 'gainſt the King, 
And mad'ſt me put into contempt the ſuits 
Of princely tellows, ſhalt hereaiter find, 
It is no act of common paſſage, but 
A ſtrain of rareneſs: and I grieve myſelf, 
To think, when thou ſhalt be diſedg d by her 
Whom now thou tir ſt on, how thy 
Will then be pang'd by me.——Pr'ythee, diſpatch; . 
The lamb iatreats the butcher. Where's thy kaite ? 
Thou art too flow to do thy maſter's bidding, 
When | deſire it too. 
Piſ. O gracious Lady! 
Since | receiv'd command to do this buſineſs, . 
L have not flept one wink. 
Ius. Do't, and to bed then. 
Piſ. I'll break mine eyc- balls firſt, 
Ins. Ah, wherelore then 
Didſt undertake it? why haſt thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place? 
Mine action? and thine own ? our horſes' labour: 
The time iaviting thee ? the perturb'd court, 
For my being abient ? whergunto i never 
pur pole return. Why haſt thou gone fo far, 
To be unbent, when thou halt ta en thy Rand, 
'Th' elected deer before thee ? 
Piſ. But to win time 
To loſe ſo bad employment, in the which 
I have confider'd of a courie, good lady, 


i. c. makes me a coward, 


Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary, ſpeak, 

I've heard i am a ſtrumpet; and mine ear 
(therein falſe ſtruck) can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But ſpeak. 

Pif. Then, Madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

Ins. Moſt like, 
Bringing me here to kill me. 

Piſ. Not ſo neither; 

But if I were as wiſe as honeſt, then 

My purpoſe would prove well ; it cannot be, 
But that my maſter is abus'd ; ſome villain, 
And fingular in his art, hath done you both 
This curſed injury, 

Imo. Some Roman courtezan ——— 

Piſ No, on my life. 

FI give him notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody fign of it : for 'tis commanded 

1 ſhould do ſo. You ſhall be miſs'd at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Ins. Why, good fellow, 

What ſhall I Co the while? where *bide ? how live ?- 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my huſband ? 

Pi If you'll back to th' court—— 

Imo. No court, no father; nor no more ado- 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple, nothing, Cloten ; 
That (loten, whoſe Jove-ſuic hath been to me 

As fearful as a ſiege. 
Pi, if not at court, : 
Then not in Eritain muſt you bide. 

Im, Where then? 7k, 
Hatch britam all the fun that ſhines ? day, night, 
Are they not but in Britain? I tht world's volume 
Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in it; 
In a great pool, a iwan's neſt. Pr'ythee think 
There's living out of Britain. 

Pif I'm moſt glad, 
You think of other place: th ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes t. Milforii-haven 
To-morrow, Now, if you could wear a mien 
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Dark as your fortune is, and but diſguiſe 
That, which, & appear itſelf, mult not yet be, 
But by ſelf danger; yon ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty, and full of view *; yea, haply, near 
The reſidence of Polthumus ; fo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his actions were not viſible, 
Report ithould render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo. Oh! for ſuch means, | 
Thongh peril to my modeſty, not death onꝰ t 
would adventure. 

Pif. Well then, here's the point. 
* You mutt forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience; fear and niceneſs 
* (The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman its pretty ſelf) to waggiſh courage; 
Ready in gibes, quick-anſwer d, ſauey, and 
* As quarrellous as the weazel: nay, you muſk 
Forget that rareſt treaſure of your cheek ; 
« Expoſing it (but, oh, the harder hap! 
* Alack, no remedy) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kifling Titan; and fi 
* Your labourſome and dainty trims, wherein 
* You made great Juno angry. 

Ius. Nay, be brief. 
1 ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A man already. 

Pif. Firſt, make yourſelf but like one 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
(is in my clJoak-bag), doublet, hat, hoſe, all 
I hat anſwer ta them. Would you in their ſerving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon, fore noble Lucius 
Preſent yourſelt, defire his ſervice, tell him 
M herein you're happy; (which will make him ſo, 
If that his head have ear in muſic), doubtleſs 
With joy he will embrace you; tor he's honourable, 
And; doubling that, molt holy. Your means abroad 
You have mie, rich; and 1 will never fail 
Beginning, nor ſupply. 

Ins. + hou'rt all the comfort 


*. i, e. likely to prove ſueceſoful. 
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The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away. 
There's more to be conſider d; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. This attempt 
I'm ſoldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, | pr'ythee. 

Piſ. Well, Madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewel ; 
Leſt, being miſs d, 1 be ſuſpected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble miſtreſs, 
Here is a box; I hal it from the Queen, 
What's in't is precious: if you're ſick at ſea, 
Or ſtomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away diſtemper To ſome ſhade, 
And fit you to your manhood ; may the gods 
Direct you to the belt ! 


Ins. Amen. I thank thee. [Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE V. Changes to the palace of Cymbeline. 


Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, Lords, and 


Attendants, 


Om. Thus far, and fo farewel, 
Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir. 
My Emperor hath wrote; I muſt from hence; 
And am right forry, that 1 muſt report ye 
My malter's enemy. 
Cym. Our ſubjects, Sir, 
Will not endure his yoke ; and for our ſelf 
To thew leſs ſovereignty than they, muit needs 
Appear unking-like. 
Luc. So, Sir. I deſire of you 
A conduct over land, to Milford-haven, 
Madam, all joy befal your Grace, and you! 
Ou. My Lords, you are appointed for that office; 
Ihe due of honour in no point omit. 
So, farewel, Noble Lucius. 
Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 
Clot Receive it friendly; but from this time forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 
Luc. Th' event 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 
Cym, Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my Lords, 
Till he have croſs'd the Severn. Happinetl; ! 


[Exit Lucius, ©: 
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3+ Qucen. He goes hence frowning ; but it honours us, 
That we have giv'n him cauſe. 

Clot. Dis all the better; 
Your valiant Britons have their wiſhes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our chariots and our horſemen be in readineſs ; 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia, 
Will ſoon be drawnto head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 

Qucen. Tis not ſleepy buſineſs ; 
But muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 

m. Our expectations that it ſhould be thus, 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle Queen, 
Where is our daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. She looks as like 
A thing more made of malice, than of duty ; 

We've noted it. Call her before us, for 

We've been too light in ſufferance, [ Exit a Servant. 
Qucen. Royal Sir, 

Since the exile of Poſthumus, moſt retir d 

Hath her life been; the cure whereof, my Lord, 

"Tis time mult do. *Beſeech your Majeſty, 

Forbear ſharp ſpeeches to her. She's a lady 

So tender of rebukes, that words are ſtrokes, 

And ſtrokes death to her. 


Re enter the Servant. 


In Where is ſhe, Sir? how 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd ? 
Ser, Plzaſe you, Sir, 
Her chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to th' loudeſt noiſe we make. 
Qucen. My Lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray'd me to <x-ule her keeping cloſe ; 
Whereto conſtrain d by her infirmity, 
She ſhould that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily ſhe was bound to profer : this 
She with'd me to make kuown ; but our great ccurt 
Made me to blame iu mem'ry, 
Cym, Her doots lock'd ? 


Not ſeen of late? grant heav'ns, that which I fear 

Prove falſe ! [Exit, 
Queen. Son, I ſay, follow the King. 
Cliot That man of her's, Piſanio, her old ſervant, 

I have not ſeen theſe two days. [ Exit, 
Ducen. Go, look after [To the Servant, 

Piſanio, thou that ſtand' ſo for Poſthumus 

He hath a drug of mine; I pray his abſence 

Proceed by ſwallowing that; tor he believes 

It is a thing moſt precious. But for her 

Where is ſhe gone? haply deſpair hath ſiez d her; 

Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's flown 

To her defir'd Poſthumus ; gone ſhe is 

To death or to diſhonour ; and my end 

Can make good uſe of either. She being down, 

1 have the placing of the Britiſh crown. 


Re-enter Cloten. 


How now, my ſon? 

Clot. Tis certain ſhe is fled ; 
Go in and cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

Qxcen. All the better; may 
This night fore-ſtall him of the coming day 

| [ Exit Queer. 

Clot. 1 love and hate her; —for ſhe's fair and royal, 
And that the bath all courtly parts more exquiſite 
Than lady ladies “; winning trom each one 
The belt the hath, and the of all compounded 
Outſells them all: I love her therefore. But, 
Ditdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Polthumus, flaaders ſo her judgu. ent, 
That what's elſe rare is chok'd ; and ig that point 
I will! conclude to hate her, nay indeed | 
To be reveng'd upon her. For when fools 
Shad ———— 


Who is here? what! are you packing, firrah ? 
Come hither; ah! you precious pander, villain, 
Where is thy Lady? ina word, or elſe 


® lady is plural verb, and ladies a noun governed of it, 
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I hou'rt ſtraightway with the fien is. 


[Drawing tit werd. 
Piſ. Oh my good Lord! * 


Clet. Where is thy Lady? or, by Jupiter, 
1 will not aſk again, Clole villain, 

Il have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip 

Thy heart to find it. Is ſhe with Poſthumus? 
From whoſe ſo many weights of baſeneſs cannot 
A Cram of worth Le drawn. 

Piſ Alas, my Lore, 

How can ſhe be with him? when was ſhe mifs'd ? 
Ile is in Rome, | 
Clat. Where is ſhe, Sir? come nearer ; 
No farther halting ; ſatisfy me home 
What is become of her. | 
Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord! 
Clot. All-worthy villain ! 
Diſcover where thy miſtreſs is, at once, 
At the next word; no more of worthy Lord. 
Speak, or thy ſilence on the inſtant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Piſ. Then, Sir, 

This paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Touching ber flight. | 

Clit. Let's ſee t; I will purſue her 
Ev'n to Auguſtus throne. 

Piſ. Or this, or perilh, 

She's far enough; and what he learns by this, & 4/e, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. 
Clot, Humh. | 
Piſ. il write to my Lord ſhe's dead, Oh, 
Imogen, Alde. 
Eaſe may ' ſt thou wander, ſafe return again! 

Cet Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

Pi. Sir, as | think. 

Cot. It is Polthumus's hand, I know't, Sirrah, if 
thou would not be a villain, but do me true lervice ; 
undergo thoſe employments wherein I thoula bave 
cauſe to uſe thee, witli a ſerious induitry; that is, what 
villany ſoe er 1 bid thee do, to pertorim it dis ectly and 
truly ; would think thee an honeſt man, thou ſhouldſt 
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neither want my means for thy relief, nor my voice for 
thy preſerment. 

Pif. Well, my good Lord. 

Clat. Wilt thou ſerve me? for ſince patiently and 
conltantly thou haſt ſtack to the bare fortune of that 
beggar Poſthumus, thou canſt not in the courſe of gra- 
titnde but be a diligent follower of mine, Wilt thou 


ſerve me? 
Piſ. Sir, I will. 
Cl:t. Give me thy hand, here's my purſe. Haſt any 
of thy late maſter's garments in thy poſſe ſſion? 
Piſ. 1 have, my Lord, at my lodging the ſame ſuit 
he wore when he took leave of my Lady and miſtreſs. 
Clat. The firſt ſervice thou doſt me, tetch that ſuit 
hither; let it be thy firſt ſervice, go. 
Piſ. I ſhall, my Lord. LExit. 
Clot. Meet thee at Milford-haven? forgot to 
aſl: him one thing. l' remember't anon), even there, 
thou villain Poſthumus, will I kill thee, 1 would theſe 
arments were come ! She ſaid upon a time, (the bit- 
terneſs of it | now belch from my heart), that the held 
the very garment of Poſthumus in more reſpect than 
my noble and natural perſon, together with the adorn- 
ment of my qualities., With that ſuit upon my back 
will I ravith her; firſt kill him, and in her eye. 
(there ſhall ſhe ſee my valour, which will then be a tor- 
ment to her contempt). He on the ground, my ſpeech 
of inſultment ended on his dead body ; and when 
my lult hath dined, (which, as I fay, to vex her, I will 
execute in the cloaths that the fo prais'd), to the court 
I'll kick her back, foot her home again, She hath de- 
ſpiſed me rejoicingly, and I'll be merry in my revenge. 


Enter Piſanio with @ ſuit of cloaths. 


Be thoſe the garments ? 

Piſ. Ay, my Noble Lord. | 

Clot. How long is't ſince ſhe went to Milford haven 7 

Piſ. She cap ſcarce be there yet. 

Cl:t, Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is the 
ſecond thing that I have commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my deſign. 


Be but Cut2ous, and true preferment ſhall tender itte! 
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to thee, My revenge is now at Milford, would I had 

wings to follow it! come and be true. [Exis, 
Pif. Thou bidd'ſt me to my loſs : for true to thee, 

Were to prove falſe ; which 1 will never be 

To her that is moſttrue, To Miltord go, 

And find not her whom thou purſu'lt. Flow, flow, 

You heav'nly bleſſings, on her! this fool's ſpeed 

Be croſs d with flowneſs; labour be his meed ! [ Exit. 


SCENE VII. Changes ts the foreft and cave. 


Enter Imogen ia boys cloths. 


Imo, 1 ſee a man's life is a tedious one: 

I've tir'd myſelf ; and for two nights together 

Have made the ground my bed. ** 1 thould be ſick, 

* But that my reſolution helps me. HMiltord, 

, „When from the mountain-top Piſanio ſhew d thee, 
* Thou waſt within a ken..——O Jove, | think 

4 © Foundations fly the wretched ; ſuch, I mean, 

4 „Where they ſhould be reliev'd. Two beggars told me 

3 &* I could not miſs my way, Will poor folks lie, 

8 „% That have afflictions on them, knowing tis 

« A puniſhmeat or trial? yes; no wonder, 


La 


k When rich ones ſcarce tell true. To lapſe in ſulneſs, 

- ls ſorer than to Iye for need; and falſchood 

*y „ls worle in Kings than beggars, My dear Lord! 

h „ Thou'rt one o' th' falſe ones; now I think on thee, 
„My hunger's gone; but ev'n Lefore, I was 

en * enn 2 

ill At poiat to fink for food, But what is this ? 

— | [Seeing the cat, 

bh Here is a path to't is ſome ſavage hold; 

4 * F'were beſt not call; 1 dare not call; yet famine, 


Fre it clean o exthrow nature, makes it valiant. 

« Piznty and peace breed cowards ; hardneſs ever 
„ Of hardineſs is mother, Ho! who's here ? 

If any thing that's civil ®, ſpeak ; it ſavage, 


a 7 Take ort end F-—ho ! no anſwer ? theu FN enter. 
Beit draw my ſword ; and if mine enem 

the But tear the ſword lik: me, he'll ſcarcely look on't. 

ird Grant ſuch a foe, good Heav'ns! [She goer-inte ile cave. 

gu. civil, for human creature. 

tel 7. i. e. take wy Ute ere ſerine end it, 


T 3 
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Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Bel. You, Paladour, have prov'd beſt woodman, and 
Are maller of the feaſt; Cadwal and 1 
Will play the cook and ſervant ; tis out match: 
The ſweat of induſtry would dry, and die, 
But for the end it works to, Come, our ſtomachs 
Will make what's homely ſavoury; Wearineſs 1 
Can ſnore upon the flint, whea reſty ſloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. Now, peace be here, 
Poor houſe, that keep'lt thyſelf! 
(uid, Vm thoroughly weary. 
Arv. I'm weak with toi!, yet ſtrong in appetite. 
Cui. There is cold meat i“ th' cave, we'll bronze on 
Whilſt what we've kill'd be cook d. [ that, 
Bel. Stay, come not in [Looking in. 
© But that it eats our viduals, I ſhould think 
« It were a Fairy 
Cuid, What's the matter, Sir? © 
Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not, 
An carthly paragon. Bebold divineneſs 
No elder than a boy, 


Enter Imogen, 


Ius * Gond maſters, harm me not; 
«© Before | enter'd here, Ic ill d; and thought 
„I have begg'd, or bouglit, what I have tock : good 

troth, 
have ſtoln novght, nor v u not, though 1'd ſound 
Gold ſtrew'd o' th floor. Here's money for my meat; 
«+ 4} would have leit it on the board, fo ſoon 
% As I had made my meal; and partes thence 
« With prayers for the provider, 

Cuid. Money, youth? 

Aro. all gold and ſilver rather turn to dirt? 
4% As tis no better reckon'd, but of thole b 
„% Who worſhip dirty gods. 

Ius. ** 1 fee you're angry: 
« Know, if you kill me tor my fault, I ſhould 
© Have dy d, had | not made it. 

Pei. Mhither bound ? 

Ile. To Mütord haven. 


. 


; 
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Bel, What's your name ? 
Ine. Fidele. Sir; I have a kinſman who 

Is bound for Italy: he imbarks at Milford; 

To whom being going, almolt {peat with hunger, 

I'm fall'n in this offence. 


Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth, — 


Think us no churls, nor meaſure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter d! 
'Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ſtay and eat it, 
Boys, bid him welcome. 
Cuid. Were you a woman, youth, 
I ſhould woe hard, but be your groom in honeſty ; 
d bid for you as 1 would buy. 
Arv. Il make't my comfort, 
He is a man: l' love him as my brother; 
And ſuch a welcome as 1'd give to bun, 
Alter long abſence, ſuch is your's. Moſt welcome! 
Be ſprightly, for you tall mongſt friends, 
Imo. Mongſi friends, 
f brothers. Would it had been fo, that they 
Had been my father's fons ! than had my 56 Aide. 
Been leſe, and fo more equal balancing pe 
Jo thee, Poſthumus. 
Bel. Be wrings at ſome diſtreſs, 
Guid. Would I could trce't ! 
Ars. Or Il, whate'er it be, 
What pain it coaſt, what danger, gods! 
Bel. Hark, boys. [/Vhiſperirg, 
Imo. Great men, 
That had a court no bigger that this cave, 
That did attend theintelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own gonſcieuce ſeal d them, laying by 
That nothing-gift of deterring multitudes, 
Could not outpcer theſe twain.-—Pardon me, gods! 
I'd change wy ſex to be companion with them, 
dince Leonatus is falie, 
Gel, It hall be fo: 
Zoys, we'll go dreſs our hunt, Fair youth, come in- 
Diſcourſe is heavy felling; when we've lupp'd, 
Weill manuerly demand thee of thy (tory, 
do tar as thou wilt ſpeak. 


S-$- 
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Cuid; I pray, draw near. 
17, T he night to th' owl, and morn to th' lark, leſs 
welcome ! 
Ine. Thanks, Sr, 
t. | pray, draw near.“ CExcunt, 


J 66 * 8 2% 5 7 0: 
The foreſt in IWaler. 
Erter Cloten lane. 


Am near to th' place where they ſhould meet, if Pi- 
ſavio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his garments 
ferve me! why ſhould his miſtreſs, who was made by 
kim that made the tailor, not be fit too? the rather, 
(faving reverence of the word), becaufe tis ſaid a 


woman's fitneſs comes by fits. Therein I mult play the $ C 
workman ; | dare ſpeak it to myſelf, (for it is not vain- 
y lory for a man and his glaſs to confer in his own cham- Ent 


Ler) ; 1 mean, the lines of my body are as well drawn 
az his; no leſs young, more ſtrong, not beneath him in 


® — draw near. 
SCENE VIII. Changes to Nome. 


Euter two Roman Senatirs, and Tribunes, 


1 Sen, This is the tet or of the Emperor's writ ;. 
That face the com mon men are now it aclion 
Gini the Para nians and Dalmatians, 

And that the lions now in Galiia are 

Full weak to und:rtake our war ag inſt 

"The toll er- off Britun-; that we dv incite : 
"The g-niry to this bufineſs He creotes 

Lucius Proconfol ; and to you, the Tribunes + 
} ur this ima cdiate levy, he commends 

His abſolute commiſſion. Long live Czfar ! 

Tri. Is Lucius Gen'ral of the forces ? 

2 Sen. Ay. 

17 Ren.aiging now in Gallia? 

1 Sen. Wich thoſe legions | 
Wi ich I have ſpoke of, whereunto your levy 
r lit be ſuppliant. The words of your comn.iſton 
Wil tic you to the numbers aud the time 
Ur their diipatch. 

Zi. \ < will die! arge our duty. LExeun; - 

A CT. .. 
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fortunes, beyond him in the advantage of the time, a» 
bove him in birth, alike conver fant in general ſervices, 
and more remarkable in ſingle oppolitions ; yet this ill 
perſeverant thing loves bim in my deſpight. W hat mor- 
tality is! Polthumus, thy head, which is now growing 
upon thy ſhoulders, ſhall within this hour be off, thy 
miſtreſs inforc'd, thy garments cut to pieces before her 
face ; and ali this done, I'll fpurn her home to her fa- 
ther; who may happily be a little augry tor my ſo rough 
uſage ; but my mother, having power ef his teſtinels, 
ſha! turn all into my commendations. My horſe is ty d 
up ſafe : out, fword, and to a fore purpoſe! Fortune 
put them into my hand ! This is the very deſcription of 
their meeting place, and the ſellow dates not deceive me, 

[ Exit. 


SCENE I. Changes to the front of the cave. 


Enter Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen, {rom 
the cave. | | 


Bel. You are not well : remain here in the cave; 
We'll come t' you after huntin 
Arv. Brother, (tay here: | [To Imogen. 
Are we not brothers ? 
Imo. So man and man ſhould be; 
But clay and clay ditters in dignity, 
Whote dult is both alike. i'm very ſick. 
Guid. Go you to hunting, I'll abide yith him. 
Imo So lick I am not, yet | am not well; 
But not fo citizen a wanton, as 
To ſeem to die ere lick : ſo pleaſe you, leave me; 
Stick to your journal courſe; the breach of cuſtom 
Is breach of all. Fm ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no comtort 
To one not ſociable: l'm not very ſick, 
Since 1 can reaſon of it. Pray you truſt me here, 
I'll rob none but myſelf ; aud let me die, 
Stealing io poorly. 
Guid, | love thee: I have ſpoke it; 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 


Bel, What? how ? how ? 
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Arv. If it be fin to fay to, vir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault. 1 know not why 
1 love this youth, and I have heard you lay, 

Love reaſons without reaſon. Ihe bier at door, 
And a demand who is't thall die, I'd fay, 
My father, not this youth, 

Bel. O noble ſtrata ! 

O wo thine(s of nature, breed of greatneſs! ® 
I'm not their father; yet who this ſhould be, 
Doth miracle itſelf, lov'd belore me 
"Tis the ninth hour o' th' morn. 

Arv. Brother, farewel. 

Imo. 1 wiſh you ſport. 

Aro. Your health ſo pleaſe you, Sir. 

Imo Theſe are kind creatures, Gods, what lyes I've 
Our courtiers fay, all's ſavage but at court :F [heard ! 
am ſick ſtill, heart-fick Piſanio, 

1'll now taſte of thy drug. [ Drinks out of the phial, 

Guid, | could not ſtir him: | 
He ſaid, he was gentle, but unfortunate 
Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honelt. 

Arv. Thus did ke anſwer me; yet ſaid hereafter 
might know more. 

Bel. To th' field, to th' field: 

We'll leave you for this time; go in and reſt. 

Arv, Mell not be long away. 

Bel. Pray be not ſick, 

For you muſt be our douſewiſe. 

Ins. Well or ill, 
I am bound to you. 

Bel. And ſhall be ever, 
This youth, howe er diſtreſs'd, appears to have had 
Good anceſtors. 


» ——breed of greatneſs! 
Cowards father ecards, and baſe things fire the baſe : 
Nature hath meal aud bran ; contempt aud grace. 
I'm rot, Cc. 


1 but at court: 
Fxpericuce, oh, how thou diſprov ' ſt report. 
An imp: ricus ſeas breed monſters; tor the diſb, 
Poor tSutary rivers as ſweet ſiſh. 
1 am fick Al, et. 


[Exit Imogen ie the cave. 


TA 
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Aro. How angel like he (ings ! 

Guid. But his neat cookery !' 

Arv, He cut cur rocts in characters; 
And ſanc'd our broth, as Juuo had been ſick, 
And he her dizter; 2 

Arv. Novly he yokes 25 
A ſmiling with a figh, ® 

Gui, 1 do note, ; 
That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 
Mingle their ſpurs together, 

Aiv. Grow, Patience! 
And let the ſtinking elder, Grief, untwine 
His periſhing root trom the increaſing vine! 

Bel. It is great morning. Come, away: who's there? 


B Enter Cloten, 


Clat. I cannot find thoſe runagates : that villain 
Hath mock'd me. — 1 am faint, | 
Bel. Thoſe ronagates ! 
Means he not us? 1 partly know him; tis 
Cloten, the ſon o' th' Queen; 1 ſear ſome ambuſh—— 
1 ſaw kim not theſe many years, and yet 
I know tis he: we're held as outlaws ; hence. 
Guid. He is but one ; you and my brother ſearch 
W haut companies are ucar : pray you, away: 
Let me alone with hi. n. | Exeunt gelarius and Arvira gus. 
Cat. Soft ! what are you, 
That fly rae thus? ſome villain mountaineecr.,— 
I've heard of ſuch, M hat ilve art thou? 
Guid. A thing 
More laviſh did I neter, than anſwering 
A ſlave without a_knock. 
Clet. Thou art a robber, 
A law-breaker, a villain ; yield thee, thief. 
Guid, To whom? to thee ? what art thou? have 
An arm as big as thine? a heart as big? [cot L 
®* ——Þ- a ſigh, asif the ſigh 
Was that i; was, for not being ſuch a ſmile : 
lhe ſmile mocking the ſigh, that it wouts fly 
From fo div.nc a temple, to commix 
Wich wings that failors rail at. 
Cid. 1 do noc, Cc. 
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Thy words, I grant, are bigger: for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art, 
Why I ſhould yield to thee, 
Clat. Thou villain baſe, 
Know'ſt me not by my cloaths ? 
Cuil. No, nor thy tailor. raſcal. 
Who is thy grandfather ; he made thoſe cloaths, 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee, 
Clot. Thou precious varlet ! 
My tailor. made them not. 
Cnid, Hence then, and thank 
The man that gave them thee, Thou art ſome fool ; 
I'm loth to beat thee, 
Cl:t Thou ii jurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble, 
Gaid, What's thy name? 
Clot. Cloten, thou villain, 
Guid, Cloten, then, double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it; were it toad, adder, ſpider, 
*T would move me ſooner. 
Clzt. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy mere confuſing, thou ſhalt know 
I'm ſon to th Queen. 
Guid. I'm ſorry for't ; nor ſeeming 
So worthy as thy birth. | 
(lat. Art not afraid? 
Cuil, * Tho!e that 1 rev'tence, thoſe 1 fear ; the wit: ; 
© At fools | laugh, not fear them. | 
Clat Pie the death! 
When I have fl in thee with my proper hand, 
Ii} follow thoſe that even now fled hence, 
And on the gates of Lud's town ſet your heads. 
Yield, ruflic mountaiceer, FEi;ht, aud Exeunt. 


SCENE lv. Enter Pelarius and Arviragus, 


Bel. No company's abroad, 
Ard. None in the world; you did miſllake him, ſure. 
Bel. | cannot tell; long is it fince 1 ſw him, 
Bat time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of favour 
Which then be wore ; the ſaatches in his voice, 
And burſt of ſpeaking, were as his; I'm ablolute. 
was very Cloten, 
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Arv. In this place we left them; 
1 wiſh my brother make good time with him, 
You ſay he is fo fell. 

Bel. Being ſcarce made up, 
mean, to man, he had not apprehanſion 
Of daring terrors; for detect of judgment 
Is oft the cure of fear. But ſee thy brother. 


Enter Guiderius, with Cloten's Head. 


Guid. This Cloten was a fool, an empty purſe, 
There was no money in't ; not Hercules 
Could have knock'd ont his brains, for he had none 2 
Yet 1 not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

Bel. What haſt thon done ? 

Guid. I'm perfect what; cut off one Cloten's head, 
Son to the Queen, after his can report; 

Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer, and ſwore 

With his own ſingle band he'd take us in; 

Difplace our heads, where, thanks to th' gods, they 
And ſet them on Lud's town. grow, 

Bel. We're all undone! 

Guid. Why, worthy father, what have we to loſe, 
But what he ſwore to take, our lives ? The law 
Protects not us; then why ſhoul4 we be tender, 

To let an arrogant piece of fleſh threat us? 
Play judge, and executioner, all himſelf? 
For we do fear no law, What company 
Diſcover you abroad ? 

Bel. No ſingle foul 
Can we ſet eye on; but, in all ſafe reaſon, 

He muſt have ſome attendants. Though his honout 
Was nothing but mutation, ay, and that 


From one bad thing to worſe ; yet not his frenzy, 


Not abſolute madneſs. could fo far have rav'd, 

To bring him here alone, Although, perhaps, 

It may be heard at court, that ſuch as we 

Cave here, haunt here, are ontlaws, and in time 

May make ſome ſtronger head; the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him), might break out, and ſwear, 

He'd fetch us in: yet is't not probable 

To come alone, nor he ſo undertaking, 
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Nor they ſo ſuffering ; then on good ground we ſcar, 
If we do fear, this body hath a tail | 
More perilous than the head. 
Arv. Let ordinance 
Come, as the gods foreſay't; howſoe er, 
My brother hath done well. 
Bel. I had no mind 
To hunt this day; the boy Fidele's ſickne ſa 
Did make my way long forth. 
Guid, With his own ſword, 
Which he did wave againſt my throat, I've ta'en 
His head from him : I'll throw't iato the creek 
Behind our rock; and let it to the ſea, 
And tell rhe fiſhes, he's the Queen's ſon Cloten. 
That's all ! teck. [Ext, 
Bel. I tear 'twill be reveng'd : 
would, Paladour, thou hadſt not done't ! though valour 
Becomes thee well euough. 
Aru. *Would 1 had done't, 
So the revenge alone purſu'd me ! Paladour, 
I love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Thou'ſt robb'd me of this deed. I would revenges, 
That poſſible ſti ength might meet, would ſeek us thro), 
And put us to our anſwer. 
Bel. Well, *tis done: 
We'll hunt no more to-day, nor ſeek for dan 
W here there's no profit Pr'ythee to our — o 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll tay 
Till haſty Paladour return, and bricg him 
To dinner preſently, 
Arv. Poor ſick Fidele! 
V1 williogly to him: to gain his colour, 
I'd let a mariſh of ſuch Clotens' blood, 
And praiſe my ſelf for charity. [ Exit, 
Bel. O thou godoeſs, 
Thou divine Nature ! how thyſelf thou blazon'ſt 
In theſe two princely buys! they are as gentle, 
« As zephyrs blowing below the violet, | 
Not wagging his ſweet head; and yet as rough 
© (i heir royal blood enchaf d) as the rud' wind, 
hat by the top Coth take the mountain pine, 
And make bim ſtoop to th' vale, ——* iis wonderſul, 
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* That an inviſible ® inſtin& ſhonld frame them 
* To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught, 
Civility not ſeen from other; valour, 

* That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been ſow d. Yet till tis Rrange 
What Cloten's being here to us portends, | 
Or what his death will bring us, 


Re-enter Guiderius. 


Cuid. Where's my brother? 

I have ſent Cloten's clot pole down the ſtream, 

in embaſly to his mother; his body's hoſtage 

For his return. [ Selemm mujic. 
Bel. My ingenious inſtrument! 

Hark, Paladour! it ſounds : but what occaſion 


Hath Cadwall now to give it motion ? hark ! 


Cuid. Is he at home? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Guid. What does he mean ? Since death of my dear'ſt 
It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things [ mother, 
Should anſwer ſolemn accidents, The matter ? f—— 


$ C E BN E V. 
Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing her in 


bis arms. 


Bel. Look here he comes ! 

And brings the dire cccaſion in his arms, 
Of what we blame hin tor. 

Arv, The bird is dead 25 
That we have made ſo much on ! I had rather 
Have ſkipt from ſixteen years of age to ſixty, 
And twn'd my teaping-iime into a crutch, 
© Than have icen this. 

Guid. * Oh itweetelt, faireſt lily! 

* My brother wears thee not one half fo well, 


* inviſible for blind. 
al The matter! 
riumphs for nothing, an lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes, and grief tor buys. 
Is Cadwall mad? 
SCENE, &c. 


Vor. VII, U 
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As when thou grew'ſt thyſelf. 

Bel. O Melancholy! 
Who ever yet could ſound thy bottom? find 
The ooze, to ſhew what coaſt thy fluggiſh carrack 
Thou bleſſed thing ! 


Might eas'lieſt harbour in? ' 
© Jove knows what man thou might'ſt have made; but — 
Thou dy'dſt, a moſt rare boy of melancholy ! [ah ! * 
* How found you him? 
Arv. Stark, as you ſee: 
Thus ſmiling, as ſome fly had tickled ſlumber ! 
Not as Death's dart, being laugh d at: his right cheek 
Repoſing on a cuſhion, * 
Guid. * Where ? — 
Arv. O' th' floor; 1 
His arms thus leagu'd ; I thought he ſlept; and put o 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whoſe rudeneſs A 
« Anſwer'd my ſteps too loud. Ye 
Cuid. Why, he but ſleeps; : 
„If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; Th 
„With female fairies will his tomb be haunted 1 
„% And worms will not come near him. 
Arc. Wich faireſt flow'rs, w. 
«« Whilſt ſummer laſts, and 1 live here, Fidele, 
«« I'll ſweeten thy ſad grave. Thou ſhalt not lack M 
« The flow'r that's like thy face, Pale Primroſe ; nor 7 
«« The azur'd Hare bell, like thy veins; no, nor p 
% The leaf of Eglantine, which, not to ſlander, 
% OQut-ſweeten'd not thy breath. The ruddock would, . 


«« With charitable bill, (oh bill, ſore-ſhaming 
% Thoſe rich left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
«« Without a monument!) bring thee all this; 
«« Yea, and furr'd moſs beſides, when flow'rs are none, 
« To winter-gown thy corſe. ——— 

Guid. Pr'ythee have done ; 
And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is ſo ſerious. Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiratiba what 
Is now due debt. To th' grave. 

Arv. Say, Where ſhall's lay him? 

Guid. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv. Be't ſo: 
And let us, Paladour, though now our voices 
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Have got the mannith crack, ſing him to th* ground, 
As once our mother: uſe like note, and words, 
Save that Evuriphile mult be Fidele. 
Guid, Cadwall, 
cannot ſing : I'll weep and word it with thee ; 
« For notes of ſorrow out of tune, are worle 
„Than prieſts and fanes that lye. 
Arv. We ll ſpeak it then. 
Bel. Great griefs 1 ſee med cine the leſs. For Cloten 
Is quit forgot. He was a Queen's ſon, boys; 
And though he came our enemy, remember, 
e has paid for that: the mean and mighty, rotting 
Together, have one duſt; yet Reverence 
(That angel of the world) doth make diitinction 
Of place twixt high and low. Our toe was princely ; 
And though you took his life, as being our toe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 
Guid, Pray, fetch him hither. 
Therſites' body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 
Arv, If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll ſay our ſong the whilſt, Brother, begin. Exit Bel; 
Guid. Nay, Cadwall, we muſt lay his head to th' ealt; 
My father hath a reaſon fort. 
Arv. *'Tis true. 
Guid. Come on then, and remove him, 


Arv. So, begin. 
"" 0 56 


Guid, * Fear 0 more the heat o th' ſun, 
* Nor .the furious winter's rages ; 

* Thou thy worldly taſk haſt done, 
Home art gone, and ta en thy wages: 

Golden lads and girls all muſt, 

At chimney-fweepers, come to duſt. 

Arv. * Fear no more the frewn o th great, 
« Thou art paſt the tyrant's ſtrike ; 

© Care no more to clothe and eat ; 
* Tothee the reed is as the oak, 

The ſceptre, learning, phyſic, muſt 

Ail fellow thee, and come to du. 


U 2. 


Guid. Fear u more the lightning-flaſh, 
Arv. Nor th all. dreaded thunder-ſtone. 

Guid. * Fear no ſlander, cenſure raſh. 
Arv. * Thou haſt finijh'd je and moan, 

Both, Alf lovers young, all lovers muſ} 
Conjign to thee, and came to duſt, 

Guid. No exorciſer harm thee ! 

Arv. Ver us witchcraft charm thee ! 

Guid. CH, unlaid, forbear thee ! 

Arv. Nzothing ill came near thee ! 

Both. Quiet conſummation have 
Unremoved be thy grave! 


Enter Belarius with the body of Cloten. 


Cuid. We've done our obſequies: come, lay him 
don. 


Bel. * Here's a few flow rs, but about midnight more; 


„% The herbs that have on them cold dew o' th' night, 
« Are ſtrewings fitt'lt for graves.—Upon their faces — 
% You were as flowers, now wither'd; even fo 

„ Theſe herblets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrow. 

% Come on, away, apart upon our knees 

« The ground that gave them firſt, has them again : 
% Theirpleaſure here is paſt, fo is their pain. [ Exeurt. 


$. CE H KR YL Imogen ain. 


Imo. Yes, Sir, to Milford-haven, which is the way ?— 
I thank you-——by yond bulk ? — Pray, how far 
thither ? 
* 'Ods pitikins—can it be fix mile yet 
« I've gone all night — faith, I'll lie down and ſleep, 
But, loft ! no bedfelluw— Oh gods and goddeſſes 
'\ Seeing the bedy. 
© Theſe flow'rs are like the pleaſures of the world ; 
This bloody man the care on't I hope | dream; 
« For ſure | thought | was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honelt creatures. But tis not ſo: 
« 'Twas but a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 
* Which the-brain makes of fumes: our very eyes 
Are ſometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 
I tremble ſtill with fear ; but it there be 
Let left in heav'n as ſmall a drop of pity 
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As a wren's eye, oh gods! a part of it! 

* The dream's here ſtill; ev'n when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 

A headleſs man the garments of Poſthumus? 

I know the ſhape of's leg, this is his hand, 

His foot Mercurial, his Martial thigh, 

The brawns of Hercules : but his Fovial face 
Murther in heaven !—how !—'tis gone !—Piſanio !— 
All curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! thou, 

*Twas thou, conſpiring with that devil Cloten, 
Haſt here cut of my Lord. To write and read, 

Be hence ſorth treach'rous ! Damn ' d Piſanio 

Hath with his forged letters -damn'd Pilanio | ——- 
From this the braveſt veſſel of the world 
Struck the main-top ! Oh Poſthumus, alas, 
Where is thy head? where's that? ah me, wheres that? 
Piſanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left thy head on. How ſhould this be, Piſanio ? 
*Tis he and Cloten. Malice and lucre in them 

Have laid this woe here. Oh, tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The drug he gave me, which he ſaid was precious 
And cordial to me, have | not found it 
Murth'rous to th' ſenſes ? that confirms it home: 
This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten's. Oh! 

Give colour ta my pale cheek with thy blood, 

That we the horrid:t may ſeem to thoſe 

Which chance to find us. Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 


„ C2 = >. vi 
Enter Lucius, Captains, and a Soothſayer, 

Cap. To them, the legions garriſon'd in Gallia, 
After will, have crofs'd the ſea, attending 
You here at Milford-haven, with your thips : 
They are in readineis 

Luc. But what from Rome ? 

Cap, The ſenate oth ſtirr'd up the confiners, 
And gentlemen of Italy, moſt willing ſpirits, 
That promuc noble fervice ; and they come 
Uuder the conduct of bold lachimo, 
Spzenna's brother, 


U-3, 


Luc. When expect you them? 
Cap. With the next benefit o' th' wind. 
Luc. This forwardneſs 
Makes our hopes fair. «Command our preſent numbers 
Be u uſler'd; bid the Captains look to'tr. Now, Sir, 
[To the Scothſayer. 
What have you dream'd of late, of this war's purpoſe ? 
$:2th. Laſt night, the very gods ſhew'd me a viſion. 
{1 fall? and pray'd for their intelligence). 
I faw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the ſpungy ſouth, to this part of the weſt, 
There vanith in the ſun-beams ; which portends 
(Vale's my fins abuſe my divination) 
Succeſs to th' Roman hoſt. 
Luc. Dream often fo, 
And never falſe !—Soft, ho, what trunk is here 
Withour his top? the ruin ſpeaks, that ſometime 
It was a worthy building. How! a page? 
Or dead, or fl:epiog on him? but dead rather: 
For nature doth abhor to make his couch 
With the defunct, or fleep upon the dead, 
Let's fee the boy's face, 
Capt. He's alive, my Lord. 
Luc, He'll then inſtt uct us of this body, Young one, 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; tor it ſeems 
They crave to be demanded. Who is this 
I hou mak'it thy bloody pillow ? who was he 
That, otherwiſe than noble nature did, 
Hath alter'd that good picture? what's thy intereſt 
In this ſad wreck ? how came it, and who is it ? 
W hat art thou ? 
Ino. | am nothing; or if not, 
Nothing to be were better. This was my maſter, 
A very valiant briton, aud a good, 
I hat here by mountaineers lies flain : alas! 
There are are no more ſuch matters, 1 may wander 
From ealt to occident, cry out for ſervice, 
Try many, all good, ſerve them truly, never 
Fiad ſuch another maſter. 
Luc Lack, good youth! 
Thou mov'it no leis with thy complaining, than 
Ihy maiter bleeding: ſay his nai. e, good friend. 
Ina. Richard du Clamp. 1{1 de lye, and do 
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No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope [LA Ade. 
1] hey'll parJon it. Say you, vir ? | 
Luc, Thy name? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
Luc. Thou doſt approve thyſelf the very ſame; 
Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name, 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not fa 
Thou ſhalt be fo well maſter'd, but, be ſure, 
No leſs belov'd. The Roman Emperor's letters, 
Sent by a conſul to me, thould no ſooner, 
Than thine own worth, prefer thee; go with me, 
Imo. I'll follow, Sir. But firſt, an't pleaſe the gods, 
I'll hide my maſter from the flies as deep F 
As theſe poor pickaxes can dig ; and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha' ſtrew'd his 
And on it{ſaid a century of pray'rs [grave, 
(Such as | can) twice o'er, I'll weep and ſigh; 
And, leaving fo his ſervice, follow you, 
So pleaſe you entertain me. 
Luc. Ay, good youth, 
And rather father thee, than maſter thee, 
My friends, 
The boy hath tavght us manly duties : let us 
Find out the prettic{t davied-plot we can, 
And make him with our pikes and partiſans | 
A grave; come, arm hum “: boy, he is preferr'd 
By then to us, and he thall be jiterr'd 
As loldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine 


Some falls are means the happier to ariſe, [Exeunt, 

SCENE Vil. Changes toCymbeline's palace. 

Euter Cymbeline, Lords, and Piſanio, 
Cym Again; *and bring me word how 'tis with her 1 

A fever with the abſence of her ſon ; 

Madneſs, of which her life's in danger; heawns! 
How deeply you at once do touch me! Imogen, 
The great part of my comtort, gone ! my Queen 
Upon a deſperate bed. and in a time 
When fezrful wars point at me! her ſon 
So needful for this preſent ! it ſtrikes me paſt 


i e. take him up in your arms. 


— 
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The hope of comfort, But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs mutt know of her departure, and 
Dolt ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll ſorce it trom thee 
By a ſharp torture. 
Piſ. Sir, my life is your s, 
I ſet it at your will: but for my miſtteſs, 
I nothing know where ſhe remains ; why gone; 
Nor when ſhe purpoſes return. Beſeech your High- 
Hold me your loyal ſervant. [ neſs, 
Lord, Good my Liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſſing, he was here ; 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhalt perform 
All parts of his ſubjection loyally. For Cloten, 
There wants no diligence in ſeeking him, 
And will no doubt be found. _.. 
Cym. The time is troubleſome ; 
We'll flip you for a ſeaſon, but our jealouſy 
' Do's yet depend. 
Lord. So pleaſe your Majeſty, 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaſt, with large ſupply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by th' ienate ſent. 
Om. Now for the counſel of my fon and Queen ?— 
I am amaz'd with matter. 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can affront no leſs 
Than what you hear of. Come more, for more you're 
ready ; | 
The want is, but to put theſe powers in motion, 
That long to move. 
Cym. | thank you; let's withdraw, 
And meet the time, as it ſecks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us, but 
We grieve at chances here . Away.——— 
[ Exeunt Cymbeliue and Lords; 
Piſ. I've had no letter from my ma ler, fince 
I wrote bim Imogen was ſlain. "Tis ſtrange; 
Nor heat 1 from my miſtrels, who did promite 
To yield me often tidings, Neither know. 1 
What is detide to (loten; but remain 
Perplex'd in all The he venus ſtili muſt work ; 
Where'n I'm falſe, 1'a bone: not true, to be true. 
Thete preleut wars ſhall hnd 1 love wy country, 
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true; 
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Ev'n to the note o' thy King, or I'll fall in them: 

All other doubts, by time let them be clear d; 
Fortune brings in ſome boats that are not ſteer d. [ Exit, 


SCENE IX. Changes to the foreſt, 
Enter Belarius, Guiderus, and Arviragus. 


Guid, The noiſe is round about us. 
Bel. Let us from it. 
Av. What pleaſure, Sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure? 
Guil, Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Mult or for Britons flay us, or receive us 
For barb'rous and unnatural revolters 
During their ule, and ſlay us after. 
Bel. Sons, 
We'll higher to the mountains, there ſecure us. 
To the King's party there's no going; newneſs 
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, nor muſter's 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render“ 
Where we have liv'd ; and fo extort from us 
That which we've done, whoſe anſwer would be death 
Drawn on with torture. 
Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt 
{ln ſuch a time) nothing becoming you, 
Nor ſatisfying us. 
Arv. It is not likely, | 
That when they hear the Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes 
And ears fo ploy'd + importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our note 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. Oh, I am known 
Of many in the army; many years, 
Though Cloten then but young, (you ſee), not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, beſides, the King 
Hath not deferv'd my ſer vice, nor your loves, 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding; 
The certainty of this hard lite, nye hopelets 


a render, for a conſeſſitn. 
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To have the courteſy your cradle promis'd ; 
But to be ſtil] hot ſummer's tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking ſlaves of winter. 
Guid, Than be fo, 
Better to ceaſe to be. Pray, Sir, to th' army. 
I and my brother are not known; yourſelf 
So out of thought, and thereto ſo o'er grown, 
Cannot be queſtion'd. 
Arv. By this ſun that ſhines, 
I'll thither ; what thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee man die, ſcarce ever look'd on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and veniſon ! 
Never beltrid a horſe ſave one, that had 
A rider like myſelf who ne'er wore rowel, 
Nor iron on his heel? I am aſham'd 
To look upon the holy ſun, to have 
The benefit of his bleſſed beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Guid, By heav'ns, I'll go. 

If you will bleſs me, Sir, and | av me leave, 
I'll take the better care: but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Arv. So ſay I, Amen. 

Bel. No reaſon I (fince of your lives you ſet 
So ſlight a valuation) ſhould reſerve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys : 
It ia your country-wars you chance to die, 

That is my bed too, lads; and there Il lie. 

Lead, lead ; the time ſeems long : their blood thinks 
ſcorn | [ Afed: 

Till it fly out, and ſhew them princes born. LExcunt. 


h 3 37 45 £2 Be £ 
A field between the Britiſh and Roman camps, 
Enter Poſthumus, with a bloody handkerchief. 


Pot, NF EA, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wiſk'c 
Y Thou ſhould'it be colour'd thus. You ma- 
ried ones, 
If each of you would take this courſe, how many 
Muſt murder wives much better than themſelves. 


þ 
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For wrying but a little? Oh, Piſanio 

Every ſervant does not all commands; 

No bond, but to do juſt ones. _— Gods ! if you 

Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 

Had liv'd to put on this ; fo had you ſaved 

The Noble Imogen to repent, and truck 

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack, 
You ſnatch ſome hence for little faults ; that's love, 
To have them fall no more:. ;you ſome permit 

To ſecond ills with ills, each worſe than other, 

And make them dreaded, to the doers' thriſt. 
But Imogen's your own : do your beſt wills, 

And make me bleſs'd t'obey ! 1 am brought hither 
Among th' Italian gentry, and to fight 

Againit my Lady's kingdom; 'tis enough, 

That, Britain, 1 have kill'd thy miſtreſs. Peace 

I'll give no wound to thee, Therefore, good heav'ns, 
Hear patiently my purpoſe. I'll diſrobe Be 

Of theſe Italian weeds, and ſuit myſelf 

As do's a Briton peaſant ; fo I'll fight 

Againſt the part i come with; fo Ml die 

For thee, O Imogen, for whom my lite 

Is, ev'ry breath, a death ; and thus unknown, 

Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myſelt 1'1] dedicate, Let me make men know 

More valour in me than my habit ſhews ; 

Gods, put the ſtrength o' th' Leonati in me! 

To ſhame the guiſe o' th' world, Iwill begin 

The ſaſhion, leſs without, and more within. LExit. 


Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and the Roman army at one door; 
and the Britiſh army at another; Leonatus Poſthumus 
following like a poor ſoldier. They march over, and go 
cut. Then enter again in ſkirmiſh lachimo an. Poſthu- 
mus; be vanguiſheth and diſarmeth lachimo, and then 
leaves him, 


[ach, The heavineſs and guilt within my boſom 
Takes off my manhood ; | ve bely'd a lady, 
The princeſs of this country ; and the air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me ; or could this carle, 
A very drudge of nature, have tubdu'd me 
In my prot ! Knighthood, and honours born, 


As I wear mine, are titles but of ſcorn. 

It thu thy gentry, Britain, go before 

This lot, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 

Is, that we ſcarce are men, and you are gods. Exit. 


The battle continues ; the Britons fly ; Cymbeline is taken ; 
then enter to his reſcue, Belarius, Guiderius, and Ar- 
viragus. 

Bel Stand, ſtand; we have thꝰ advantage of the ground; 

That lane is guarded: nothing routs us, but 

The villany of our fears, 

Guid. Ar v. Stand, ſtand, and fight, 


Enter Polthumus, and ſeconds the Britons, They reſcue 
Cymbeline, and exeunt, 


( 
8 
I 
F 
1 
v 
1 
M 


Then enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen, 


Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and ſave thyſelf; 
For friends kill friends, and the ditorder's ſuch 
As war were hoodwink'd. 

lach. Tis their freth ſupplies. 

Luc. It is a day turn'd firangely, Or betimes 
Let's reinforce, or fly. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IH. Another part of the field of battle. 
Enter Poſthumns, and a Briti/h Lord. 


Lord. Cam'ſt thou from where they made the ſtand ? 
Poſt. I did: 
T hough you, it ſeems, came from the fliers. 
Lord. 1 did, 
Poſt. No blame be to you, Sir; for all was loſt, 
But that the heavens fought : che King hiaelt 
* Of his wings deſtitute, the army broken, 
And but the backs of Britons ſcen ; all flying 
* Through a ſtraight lane, the enemy full- hearted, 
© Lolling the tongue with flaughtering, having work 
More plentiful, than tools to do't, ſtruck down 
Some mortally, fome ſlightly rouch'd, ſome falling 
* Merely through fear, that the ſtraĩ ght paſs was damm'd 
W ich dead men. hurt behind, and cowards living 
* To die with lengthen'd ſhame, | 


gut 
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Lord. Where was this lane ? 

Poſt. Cloſe by the battle, ditch'd and wall'd with 
Which gave advantage to an ancient ſoldier, [turt, 
(An honeſt one, I warrant), Who deſerv d 
So long a breeding as his white beard came to, 

In doing this for's country. 'Thwart the lane, 
He, with two ſtripplings, lads, more like to run 
The country-baſe, than to commit ſuch flaughter; 
With faces fit for maſks, or rather fairer 
Than thoſe for preſervation cas'd, or ſhame *), 
Made good the paſſage, cry'd to thoſe that fled, 
Our Britain's harts die flying, not our men ; 
To darkneſs fleet ſouls that fly backwards ! ſtand; 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like beaſts which you ſhun beaſtly, aud may ſave 
But to look back in frown : ſtand, ſtand.— Theſe three, 
Three thouſand confident, in act as many; 
(For three performers are the file, when all 
The reſt do nothing), with this word, Stand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the place, (more charming 
With their own nobleneſs, which could have turn'd 
A diltaff to a lance), gilded pale looks 
Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd ; that ſome + turn'd 
But by example, (oh, a fin in war, [ cowards 
Damn'd in the firli beginners !) gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin Ike lions 
Upon the pikes o'-th* hunters. Then began 
A ſtop i' th chaſer, a retire ; anon, 
A rout confuſion-thick. Forthwith they fly 
Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd eagles : ſlaves, 
The ſtrides they victors made; and now our cowards, 
Like fragments in hard voyages, became 
The life o' th' need; having found the back-door open 
Of the unguard ed hearts, heav'ns, how they wound 
Some flain before, ſome dying; ſome, their friends 
O'erborne i' the'former wave; ten, chas d by one, 
Are now each one the ſlaughterman of twenty; 
Ti:vſe that would die or ere reſiſt, are grown 
The mortal bugs o' th' field. 
Lord. This was ſtrange chance; 
® Shame, for mode 
1 Some, tot that part which, 
Vor. VII. N X. 
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A narrow lane! an old man, and two boys ! 

Poft. Nay, do not wonder at it; you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. * 

Lord. Farewel, you are angry. [Exir, 
_) Poft. This is a Lord — oh noble Miſery, 
To be i” th' field, and aſk what news of me 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To've fav'd their carcaſes ? took heel to do't, 
And yet died too? , in mine own woe charm'd +, 
Could not find Death where 1 did hear him prone, 
% Nor feel him where he ſtruck, This ugly monſter, — 
« is ſtrange he hides him in freſh cups, ſoft beds, 
% Sweet words; and hath more miniſters than we, 
« That draw his knives i' th' war Well, 1 will find 
For being now a favourer to the Briton, {him : 
No more a Briton, I've reſum'd again 
The part I came in, Fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the verieſt bind, that ſhall 
Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the ſlaughter is 
Here made by th' Roman ; great the anſwer be, 
Britons mult take. For me, my ranſom's death ; 
On either fide 1 come to ſpend my breath: 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by ſome means for Imogen. 


Enter two Britiſh Captains, and ſoldiers. 


1 Capt. Great Jupiter be prais'd, Lucius is taken 
*Tis thought the old man and his ſons were angels. 

2 Capt, There was a fourth man, in a ſilly habit, 
That gave th' affront with them. 


Act 5. 


Than to work any. Will you rhime upon't ? 
And vent it for a ? here is one : 
* Two an old man, (twice a boy), a lane 
„ Preſerv'd the Britons, was the Romans bane.” 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poſt. Lack! to what end? 
Who dares not ſtand his foe, I'll be his friend; 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do. 
I know he'll quickly fly my friendſhip too. 
You have — into thimes. 8 
Lord. Farewel, Cc. 


t Meaning that his woe ſcemed as a charm which protected him. 
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I t. So tis reported; 
But oy of them can be found. Stand, who's there ? 
Pe. A Roman 
Who had not now been drooping here, if ſeconds 
Had anſwer'd bim. 
2 Capt. Lay hands on him; a dog ! 
A leg of Rome ſhall not return to tell 
What crows have peck d them here; he brags his ſervice, 
As if he were of note; bring him to th' King. 


Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Piſa- 
nio, and Roman captives, The captains preſent Poit - 
humus 7 Cymbeline, whe delrvers him cuer to Coaler, 
Aſter which all go cut. 


SCENE III. Changes to a priſon, 
Enter Poithumus, and tas Goalers. 


1 Goal, You ſhall not now be ſtoln, you've locks upon 
So graze, as you find paſture. [you ; 
2 Goal Ay, or ſtomach, [Exeunt Goalers, 
Poft. Moſt welcome bondage! for thou art a way 
think to liberty; yet am i better 
Than one that's ſick o' th' gout, ſince he had rather 
Grone ſo in perpetuity, than be cur'd 
By th' ſure phyfician, Death; who is the key 
T' uabar theſe locks, My conſcience ! thou art fetter'd 
More than my ſhanks and wriſts ; you good gods, give 
The penitent inſtrument to pick that bolt; [me 
Thea free for ever. Is't enough I'm ſorry ? 
So children temp'ral fathers do appeale ; 
Gods are more tull of mercy, Mult 1 repent ? 
cannot do it better than in gyves, 
Detir'd, more than conſtrain d; to ſatisfy, 
I'd off my freedom; tis the main pait ; take 
No itricter render * of me than my all. 
| know you are more clemeat than vile men, 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 
A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abarement ; that's not my delire 
For Imogen's dear life, take mine; and though 
Tis not lo dear, yet tis a life ; you coin d it. 
* Render, for mulſt. 
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'T ween man and man, they weigh not every ſtamp, 
Though light, take pieces for the figure's ſake 

You rather, mine being yours : and fo, great powers, 
If you will take this audit, take this life, 

And cancel thoſe old bonds, Oh Imogen ! 

1'!] ſpeak to thee in filence. [ He fees. 


[* Here follow a tiſion a mj ue. and a prophecy, which interrupt 
the fable without the leaſt neccfiity, aud unmeaſurably lengthen this 
oft. I thin&'it plainly foilted ju afterwards for mere ſhow, and ap- 
parcntly uct of Shakeſprar.] 


Se n m, Enter, os in an "ppariticu, Sic'lins Leonatus, fother to 


Folthumus an ld man, attire te a warrior, leading in bis hud an 
anci ul matron, bs wife, and ug ber ts Polthunus, w.th mui; before 
them. Then, after other muſi:, follow the two young Leonati, brothers 
15 Poſthumus, with wounds as they died in the wars. They circle 
Polithumus round as be lies ſi:eping. 


Sici. No more, thou Thunder-maſter, ſhew. 
Thy ſpite on mortz! lies : 

With Mars fall ont, with Juno cl:ide, 
That thy adulteries 
Rates and revenges, —— 

Harth my poor boy done aught but w.!!, 
Whofe face | never ſaw ? 

I dy'd, whilſt in the womb he ſtaid, 

Atte nding Nature's law. 

Whoſe father, Jove! (as men report, 
Thou or plans“ father art), 

Thou ſhould'it have been, and ſhiclded him 
fiom his eurth vexing ſmart. 

Math. Lucina lent not me her aid, 

Bus took me in thy thro.s ; 

'T hat from me my Poſibumus ript, 
Came crying mongſt his focs, 

A thing of pity! ———- 

Sici. Great Nature, like his anceſtry, 
Moulded the ſtuff fo fair ; 

That he deſerv'd the praiſe o' th' world, 

As great Sicilivs, heir. 

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britain where was he, 

That could ſtand up his parallel, 
Or rival object be 

In cye of Imogen, thet beſt 
Could deem his Cignity ? 
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SCENE IV, Cymbeline's tent. 


Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Piſa- 
nio, and Lords. 


Om. Stand by my fide, you whom the gods have 
Prelerver's of my throne, Woe is my heart, { made 
That the poor ſoldier that fo richly fought, 


Moth. With marriage therefore was he mock d, 
To be exil'd, and thrown 

From Leonatus” fear, and caſt 
From her his deareſt one? 

Sweet Imogen | ——— 

Scili Why did you ſuffer Iachimo, 
Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint his noble heart and brain 
With needleſs jealouſy, 

And to become the geck and ſcorn 
U” th“ other's villainy ? 

2 Bro. For this, from tiller ſeats we came, 
Our parents, and us twain, 

That, ſtrixing in our country's cauſe, 
Fell bravely, and were flaia ; 

Our fcalty, and Tenauuus right, 
With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro, Like hardiment Poſthumus hath - 
To Cymbeline perform'd ; 

Then, Jupiter, thou King of 
Why haſt thou thus adjou. ud 

The graces for his merits dac, 
Being all to doloucs turn d? 

Sici. Thy cryttal window ope ; look out; 
No longer exc: ciſe, 

Upon a valiant race, thy barſh 

wo, pot.nt ihjuries. "ll N 

Since, Jupuccr, our ſon is good, 

Take off his miſc ries. 


MS Re inane 


Jup. No more, you peity ſpirits of region low, 
Oſſend ous hearing; buſh !—nhow dare you, ghoſls, .. 
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( Whoſe rags ſham'd gilded arms, whoſe naked breaſt 
Stepp'd before ſhields of proof), cannot be found ; 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 

Our Grace can make him ſo. 


Accuſe the Thunderer, wh»ſe bolt, you know, 
Sky planted, batters all rebelling coaſts ? 
P: or ſhadows of Elyfum, hence, and reſt 
Upon your never-withcri::g banks of flowers. 
Be not with mortal accidents oppreſt.; 
No care of yours it is, you know, tis ours. 
Whom beſt } love, I croſs; to make my gift, 
"The more dclay'd, delighted. Be content, 
Your low lab ſon our godſ ead will uplift : 
His comforts thrive, his tils well are ſpent ; 
Our Jovial ſtar reign'd at his birth, and in 
Our temple was he married : riſe, and fade! 
He ſtall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 
And happier much by his afflict on made. 
This tablet lay vpon his breaſt, wherein Jupiter arc ps 4 tablet, 
Our pleaſure his full fortune doth confine ; 
And fo, away; — no farther with your din 
Expreſs impatience, leſt you ſtir up mine. 
Mount, eagle, to my palace cryſtalline. Aſeend:, 
Scici. He came in thunder, his celeſtial breath 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell; the holy eagle 
Stoop'd as to foot us ; his aſcenſion is 
More ſweet than cur bleſs'd fields; his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 
As when h's gud I» pleas'd. 
Al. Thanks, Jupiter! 
Sici. The mat bie pavement cloſes, he is entet d 
His radiant roof : away, and to be leſt, 
Let us with care perform his great bcheſt. ani. 
Pai. (wakting.] Sleep, thou been a grandſire, and begot 
A tather to me: an thou baſt created 
A mother and two brothers. But, oh ſcorn! 
Gone—they went hence fo ſoon as they were born; 
And ſo I am awake — Poor wretches, depend 
On Gieatncſs? favour, dream as I have done; 
Wake, and find nothing, — But, alas, I fwerve! 
Many dream nut to find, neither deſerve; - 
And yet are ſtcep'd in favours; ſo am I 
That have this golden chance, and know not why : 
What taitics haunt this graund? a book! oh are oue! 
Be not, as in our tanyled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers. Let thy eſſects 
So tullow, to be moſt unlike our courtiers; 
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Bel. 1 never ſaw 
Such noble fury in ſo poor a thing ; 
Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought 
But begg'ry and poor luck, 


Reads. 

* When as the lion's whelp ſhall, co himſelf unknown, without ſeek · 
" ing find, and be embrac'd by a piece of tender air; and when, from + 
a ſtately cedar ſhall be lopt branches, which, being dead many years, 
* ſhall after revive, be jointed to the old ſtock, and fretbly grow, then 
* ſhall Peſthumus end his miſeries, Britain be fortunate, «and flouriſh 
ia peace and plenty,” 
'Tis till a dream; or elſe ſuch inf, as madmen 
Tongue, and brain nut ——do eitner both. or. nothing: 
Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or as ſperking ſuch ö 
As ſenſe cannot untic, But what it is, 
The action of my lite is like it, which I'll keep, | 


Enter Goaler. 
Goal. Come, Sir, are you ready for death ? 
Poſt, Over-roaſted rather; ready long ago. 
2 is the word, Sir; if you be ready for that, you are 


n to the ſpectatots, the diſh pays 


Goal. A heavy reckot ing tor you, Sir; but the comfort is, you 
ſhall be called to vo mvre paymrnts, fear no more tavern · bills, which | 
are ofteu the ſauneſs of par ing, as the procuring of mirth ; you come 
in fa'm for wn ot neat, depart recling with too much drink; forry 
that you have paid t much, and $-rry that you are paid. too much; 
purſe any brain. both empty, the brain the heavier, tor being too light; 
the purſe too light being drawn of heavineſs. Ob, of this contra» 
dition you thai! now be quit; oh, the charity of a penny cord, it 
ſums up thentfangs in a tre: you have no true debtor and creditor: 
but it ; ot what's pal}, is, md to come, the diſcharge ; your neck, 
Sir, is pen, book, and count-r; fo tue acquitrance tollows. 

Pai. I am me to dic, thin thou art to live. 

Goal. Indeed, ir, he (lat ſleeps, feels not the tooth ach: but a 
man tha. were to ſleep you. 1:ep, and a hangman to help him to bed, 
I thiuk he would change places with his officer: for, look you, Sir, you 
know 1.44 which w:y you ſh l go. a 

Pojt. Yes, indeed. do :, fellow. | 

Goal. Your dear Fas ces in's head then; I have not ſeen him ſo 

iftur'd: you. mult chu be di. ected by ſome that take upon them to 

„ or to take uprn yoarkif that which I am ſure do not 
know; or lu vp inc atte inquiry on your own peril ; how you 
dall ſpecd in your journey's cud, I think you'll never return to tell 
auc. 
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Cym. No tidings of him ? 
Piſ. He hath been ſearch'd among the dead and li- 
But no trace of him- [ving, 
Cym, To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain ; 
By whom, I grant, ſhe lives. Tis now the time 
To aſk of whence you are, Report it. 
Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Farther to boaſt, were neither true nor modeſt, 
Unleſs 1 add, we're honeſt. 
On. Bow your knees; 
Ariſe my knights o' th' battle; 4 create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your eſlates. 
Enter Cornelius, and Ladies. 


There's buſineſs in theſe faces: why ſo ſadly - 
Greet you our victory? you look like Romans, 
And not o' the court of Britain. 

Cor, Hail, great King ! 
To ſour your happineſs, I muſt report 
The Queen is dead. 


- 


Poſt. I tell thee, fellow, there «re none want eyes, to-direft them 
the way I am going, but ſuch as wink, and will not uſe them. 
Goal. What an infinve mock is this, t'.at a man ſhould have the 


beſt uſe of eyes, to fce the way of blindneſs! I am ture hanging's 


the way of winking. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 


ff. Knock off his manacls, bring your priſoner to the King. 
Poſt. Thou bring'it good news; I am called to be made free. 
Goal, I'll be hang'd then. 
Pejt. Thou ſhalt be then freer than a goaler ; no bolts for the dead. 
( Exeunt Poſthumus and Mefjenger, 
Goal. Unleſs a man would marry a gallows, and heyet youry gib- 
bets, | never faw one {0 prone. Yet, on my conſcieuce,. there are 
vericr knaves deſire to live, for all he bea Ron an; and ile: e be ſome 
of them too that die agataſt ther wiitsz fo ſhould I, if I vers one, 
* — we were ail of one mind, and one mi d good O theie were 
ſolat ;o of goalers and gal ſes. 1 ſpeak ayaiult my preſent profit, 
but ny with bath a pre: ment ia't. ; , Exit. 
SCENE, er. 
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Ou Whom worſe than a phyſician 
Would this report become? but 1 conſider 
By med'cine lite may be prolong'd, yet dzath 
Will ſeize the doctor too. How ended Ihe? 

Car. With horror, madly dying, like herlelf ; 
Who, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Moſt cruel to herſelf. What ſhe confeſe' d, 
will report, ſo pleaſe you: theſe her women 
Can trip me, if i err ; who, with wet cheeks, 
Were pretent when ſhe finiſh'd. 

Cy, Pr'ythee, [ty. 

Cor. Firſt, the coatels'd ſhe never lov'd you: only 
AﬀzHed greatneſs got by you, not you: 

Married your royalty, was wife to yuar place; 
Abhorr'd your perſon. 

Om. She alone knew this: 

And, but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 

Relieve her lips in opzmng it. Proceed, 

Cor. Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to love 
With ſuch integrity, the did confeſs 

Was as a ſcorpion to her ſight ; whoſe life, 

But that her flight prevented it, ſhe had 

Ta'en off by poiſon. 

Om. O molt delicate fiend ! 

Who is't can read a woman? is there-more ? 

Cor. More, Sir, and worſe. She did confeſs ſhe had 
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and ling'ring 
By inches waſte you. In which time the purpos'd, 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiſſing, to 
C'ercome you with her ſhew ; yes, and in time, 
(When ſhe had fitted you with her craft), to work. 
Her ſon into th' adoption of the crown: 

But failing of her end by his ſtrange abſence, 
Grew ſhameleis, deſperate ; open d, in deſpight 
Of heaven and men, her purpoſes; repented 
The ills ſhe hatch'd were not effected: fo, 
Deſpairing, dy'd. 

m. Heard you all this, her women? 

Lady. We did, ſo pleaie your Highnels, 

Om. Mine eyes | 
Were not in taylt, for ſhe was beautiful h: 
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Mine ears, that heard her flattery; nor my heart, 
That thought her like her ſeeming. It had been vicious 
To have miſtruſted her. Yet, oh my daughter! 
That it was folly in me, thou may'ſt ſay, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend all ! 


$S CE N E V. 


Enter Lucius, lachimo, and other Roman priſoners ; 
Poſthumus behind, and Imogen. 


Thou com ſt not, Caius, now for tribute; that 
The Briton's have raz'd out, though with the loſs 
Of many a bold one; whoſe kinſmen have made ſuit, 
That their good fouls may be appeas'd with ſlaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourielf have granted, 
So think of your eſtate. 

Luc Conſider, Sir, the chance of war ; the day 
Was your's by accident : had it gone with us, 
We ſhould not, when the blood was cold, have threatned 
Our priſoners with the ſword, But fince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call d ranſom, let it come. Sufliceth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can ſuffer. 
Auguſtus lives to think on't.——And fo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will iatreat : My boy, a Briton born, 
Let him be ranſom d; never maſter had 
A page fo kind, To duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occaſions, true, 
So feat, fo nurſe-like ; let his virtue join 
With my requeſt, which, I'll make bold, your Highneſs 
Cannot deny: he hath done no Briton harm, 
Though he hath ſerv'd a Roman. Save him, Sir, 
And ſpare no blood beſide. 

Cym, I've ſurely ſeen him; 
His tavour 1s familiar to me. Boy, 
Thou halt look d thyielt into my grace, 
And art mine own. I know not why, nor whereſore, 
To ſay, Live, boy: ne'er thank thy maſter, live; 
And aſk of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty and chy ſtate, I'll give it: 
Tea, though thou do demand à pritoner, 


E's 
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The nobleſt ta'en, 

Imo. 1 humbly thank your Highneſs, 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Ino. No, no, alack, 

There's other work in band; I ſee a thing 
Bitter to me as death ; your life, good maſter, 
Muſt ſhuffle for itielf. 

Luc. The boy diſdains me, 

He leaves me, ſcorns me: briefly die their j joys, 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys 
Why ſtands he fo perplex'd ? 

Cym. What would'it thou, boy ? 

I love thee more and more: think more and more 
What's beſt to aſk. Know ſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live? is he thy kin? thy friend? 

Imo He is a Roman ; no more kia to me, 

Than | to your Highneſs : who, being born your vaſſal, 
Am ſomething nearer. 

un Wherefore eye'ſt him ſo? 

Ino. I'll tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleaſe 
To give me hearing. 

Gm. Ay, with all my dies, 

And lend my beſt attention, What's thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir. 

m. Thou art my youth, my page; 

I'll be thy maſter : walk with me, ſpeak freely. 
[Cymbel. and Imo. walk ade. 

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death ? 

Arv. One ſand another 
Not more reiembles, than he th' ſweet roſy lad, 

Who dy'd, and was Fidele. What think you? 

Guid. | he ſame dead thing alive. 

Bel. Peace, peace, ſee more; be eyes us not: for- 
Creatures may be alike : were t he, I'm ſure bear, 
He would have ſpoke Yus 

Cuid. But we taw him dead. 

Bel. Be ſilent; let's fee further. 

Piſ. Tis my miſtreis ———— [ Afede. * 
Since the is living, let the time run on, 

To good or bad. [Cymbel. and Imo. come forward. 

On. Come, ſtand thou by our fide. 
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Make thy demand aloud, Sir, ſtep you forth, 

[To lachimo, 
Give anſwer to this boy, and do it freely; 
Or, by our greatneſs, and the grace of it, 

V hich i- our honour, bitter tortare ſhall ſhim, 
Winnow the truth from falieh»od -—- On; ſpeak to 
Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 

Of whom he had this ring. 
Poſt. What's that to him? 
Ou. That diamond upon your finger, ſay, 
How came it your's ? 
lach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken that, 
Which to be {poke would torture thee. 
Cym. How ? me? 
hack I am glad to be conftrain'd to utter what 
Torments me to conceal. By villany 
I got this ring; *twas { eonatu jewel 
Whom thou didſt baniſh : and (which more may yrieve 
As it doth me) a nobler Sir ne er liv'd | thee, 
Twixt ſky and ground. Will you hear more, my Lord? 
m. All that belongs to this. 
hack, That paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quail to remember, give me leave, | faint. —— 
| Sqvoons. 
m. My daughter, what of her? renew thy ltrength ; 
I'd rather thou thould'ſ live while nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more: ſtrive men and ſpeak, 
lach, Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That ſtruck the hour) ö it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
The manſion where) ; *twas at a fealt, (oh, would 
Our viands had been poiſon'd ! or at leaſt 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head): the good ebene 
{ What ſhould I ſay ? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were ; and was the belt ct all 
Amon gſt the rar ſt of good ones) ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praile our loves ot Italy 
For beauty, that made barren the iwell'd boaſt 
Of him that belt could ſpeak; tor feature ®, laming 
The ſhrine of Venus, or itraight · pig ht Vinerva, 
Poſlures beyond brief ſ nature; for 
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A ſhop of all the qualities that man 
Loves woman for; | beſides that hook of wiving, 
Fairneſs, which ſtrikes the eye 
Om. 1 ſtand on fire, 
Come to the matter. 
Tach. All too foon I ſhall, 
Unlefs thou wouldf grieve quickly. This Poſthumus, 
(Moſt like a Noble Lord in love, and one 
hat had a royal lover) took his hint; 
And, not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue), he began 
His miſtreſs' picture; which by his tongue being made, 
And then a mind put in t, either our br 
Were crack'd-of kitchen trulls, or his deicription 
Prov'd us unſpeaking ſots. : 
m. Nay, nay, to th' p 
lach. Your daughter's chaſtity ;,—2]there it beginsz 
He tpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 
And ſhe alone were cold: whereat l, wretch ! — 
Made ſcruple of his praiſe ; and wag'd with him 
Pieces of gold, gainſt this which then he wore 
Upon his honour d finger, to attain 
In ſuit the place of's bed, and win this ring 
By her's and mine adultery, He, true Knight, 
No lefſer of her bonoer confidenc 
Than 1 did truly find her, Rakes this ring ; 
And would fo, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Phebus' wheel; and might fo ſafely, had it 
Been all the worth of's car. Away to Britain 
Polt I in this deſign: well may you, Sir, 
Kemember me at court, where I was taught 
By your chaſte daughter the wide difference 
*Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Moſt vilely : for my vantage excellent; 
And, to be brief, my practice fo prevail'd, 
That I return d with fimular proof enough 
To make the Noble Lecouatus mad, 
By wounding his belict in her renown, 
With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 
Ot chamber-hauging, pictures, this ber bracelet z 
Vol. VII, * 
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(Oh, cunning ! how I got it), nay, ſome marks 
Of ſecret on her perſon ; that he could not 
But think her bond of chaſtity quite crack'd, 
I having ta'en the forfeit ; whereupon, 
Methinks | ſee him now ——— 
Pa. Ay, ſo thou do'ſt, [Coming forward. 
Italian fiend ! ah me, moſt credulous fool, 
Egregious murtherer, thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villains pait, in being, 
To come — oh, give me cord, or knife, or poiſon, 
Som. e upright Juſticer ! Thou, King, ſend out 
For torturers ingenious; it is 1 
That all th' abhorred things o' th earth amend, 
By being worſe then they. I am Poſthumus 
T * kill'd thy daughter; — villain-like, I lye; 
That caus'd a lefler villain than myſelf, 
A ſacrilegions chief, to do't. -The temple 
Of virtue was ſhe, yea, and ſhe herſelf 
Spit, and throw ſtones, caſt mire upon me, ſet 
The dogs o' th' ſtreet to bait me: every villain 
Be call'd Poſthumus Leonatus, and 
Be villany leis than 'twas !——Oh Imogen! 
My Queen, my life, my wiſe ! oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen ! 
Ino. Peace, my Lord, hear, bear 
Poſt. Shall's have a play of this! 
Thou ſcornful page, there lie thy part. 
[Striking her, He falls. 
Piſ Oh, Gentlemen, help, 
Mine, and your miſtreſs — Oh, my Lord Poſthumus ! 
You ne'er kill d Imogen till now-—-—belp, help, 
Mine honour'd Lady 
Cym. Does the world do round? 
Peft. How come theſe Raggers on me ? 
Pip. Wake, my miltreſs ! 
Om. If this be fo, the ads 65 eaten ©6firide mae. 
Jo death with mortal joy. 
Piſ. How fares my miltreſs ? 
Imo. O, get thee from my ſight : 
Thou gav'|t me poiſon : dang'rous fellow, hence! 
Breathe not where princes are. 
Gym, Ihe tune of Imogen ! 
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Piſ. Lady, the gods throw ſtones of ſulphur on me, 
If what I gave you was not thought by me : 
A precious thing : I had it from the Queen, 
Ou. New matter (till ? 
Ins. It poiſon'd me. 
Cor. Oh gods | 
left out one thing which the Queen confeſs'd, 
Which muſt approve thee honeit, If Pilanio 
Have, ſaid the, giv'n his miſtreſs that conſection, 
Which I gave him tor cordial, ſhe is ſerv'd 
As 1 would {erve a rat. | 
m. What's this, Cornelius? 
Car. The Queen, Sir, very oft importun'd me 
To temper poitons for her; ſtill pretending 
The ſatisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures viie, as cats and dogs 
Of no eſteem ; 1, dreading that her purpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ſtuff, which, being ta'en, would ſeize 
The preient power of life; but, in ſhort time, 
All offices of nature ſhould again 
Do their due fanftions. Have you ta'en of it? 
Imo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. 
Bel. My boys, there was our error, 
Guid, This is, ſure, Fidele. | 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from you? 
[To Poſthumus. 
Think, that you are upon a mock ®, and now 
Throw me again. [Throwing her arms about bis neck, 
Poſt. Hang there like fruit, my ſoul, 
Til! the tree die ! 
On. How now, my fleſh ? my child? 
What, mak ſt thou me a dullard in this act? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak to me ? 


Imo. Your blefling, Sir. [ Kneeling, 
Bel. Tho' you did love this youth, I blame you not, 
You had a motive for't, [ To Guid, Arvir.. 


Cym, My tears that fall, 
Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. | 

Imo. I'm ſorry for't, my Lord, 
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Cym. Oh, ſhe was naught; and long of her it 
That we meet here fo ſtrangely ; but her fon 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pif My Lord, 


Act g. 
Was, 


Now ſear is from me, Ill ſpeak truth. Lord Cloten, 


Upon my Lady's miſſing, came to me 


With his ſword drawu. foam d at the mouth, and ſwore, 


If 1 diſcover'd not which way ſhe went, 
It was my inſtant death. By accident 
I had a feigned letter of my maſter's 
Then in my pocket; which directed her 
To ſeek him on the mountains near to Milford + 
Where, in a frenzy, in my maſter's garments, 
Which he iaforc'd from me, away he poſts 
With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 
My Lady's honour : what became of him, 
1 further know not. 

Guid Let me end the ſtory; 
I flew him —_ . 

Cym. Marry, t ITrefend ! : 
would not thy and whe ſhould from my lips 
Pluck a hard ſentence : pr'ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. 

Guid, I've ſpoke it, and I did it. 

In He was a prince. 


Guid. A moſt incivit one. The wrongs he did me, 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With ne that would make me ſpurn the ſea, 


Could it ſo roar to me. I cut off's head; 

And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 

To tell this tale of mine. 
n. I'm ſorry for thee ; 


By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 


Endure our law: thou'rt dead. 
Ino. That headleſs man 

L thought had been my Lord. 
Gym. Bind the offencer, 

And take him from our preſence. 
Bel. Stay, Sir King, 

This man is better than the man he flew, 

As well deſcended as thyſelf; and hath 

More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
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Had ever ſcar for. Let his arms alone: 


[To the Guard, 

They were not born for bondage. 

On. Why, old ſoldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By haſting of our wrath ? how of deſcent 
As good as we ? 

Arv. In that he ſpake too far. 

m. And thou ſhalt die for't. 

Bel. We will die all three ; 
But I will prove, that two on's are as 
As I've given out of him. My ſons, i muſt 


For my own part, unfold a dangerous ſpeech, 


Though happly well for you, 
Arv. Your danger's ours. 
Guid, And our good, his. 

Bel. Have at it then, by leave. 


Lriur 
Thou hadſt, great King, a ſubject who was call'd Bala. 


Om. What of him? a banith'd traitor. 

Bel. He it is that hath 
Aſſum d this age; indeed a baniſh'd man, 
know not how a traitor, 

Ou. Take him hence, 
The whole world ſhall not ſave him. 

Rel. Not too hot, 
Firſt, pay me for the nurſiag of thy ſons; 
And let it be confiſcate all, ſo ſoon 
As I've receiv'd it. 

Om. Nurſing of my ſons ? 

Belg 1 am too dis, d ſaucy ; here's my knee. 
Ere I ariſe, | will preier my ſons, 
Then ſpare not the old father Mighty Sir, 
Theſe two young gentlemen, thac call me father, 
And think they ate my tons, are none of ovine; 
They are the iſſue ot your loins, my Liege, 
Ard blood of yuur begetting. 

Czm How? my iſſue? 

Bel. So ture, as you your father's, I, old 
Am that Belariut whom you wometime bar'th'd 
Your pleature was my near «fence, my puniſhment. 
Itlelt, and all my treaton. That 1 tuficr'd, 
Was all the harm 1 d,. Theile gentle princes 
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(For ſuch and ſa they are) theſe twenty years 

Have I train'd vp ; ſuch arts they have, as I 

Could put into them. Sir, my breeding was, 

As your Grace knows. Their nurſe Euriphile, 

Whom far the theft I wedded, ſole theſe children. 

Upon my baniſhment. I mov'd her to't; 

Having receiv'd the pnniſhment before, 

For that which 1 did then, Beaten for loyalty, 

Excited me to reaſon. Their dear loſs, 

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it ſhap'd 

Unto my end of. ſtealing them. But, Sir, 
Here are your ſons again; and I. mult loſe 
Two of the ſweet'ſt companions in the world. 
The benediction of theſe covering heav'as 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To in- lay heav'n with ſtars. | 
Om. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt. 
The ſervice that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell ſt. I loſt my children 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 
A pair of worthier ſons. 
Bel. Be pleas'd a while- 
This Gentleman, whom I call Paladour, 
*Moſt worthy Prince, as your's, is true Guiderius, 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus, 
Your younger princely ſon ; be, dir, was lapt 
In a moſt curious mantle, wrought by th' hand 
Of his Queen-mother, which, for more probation, 
1 can with eaſe produce. 
Ou. Cuiderius — ty 0 
Upon his a neck a mole, a ſanguine ſtar; 
It was a mark of wonder. | 
Bel. This is he; | 
Who hath upon him ſtill that nat'ral amp, 
It was wiſe nature's end, in che donation, 
To be his evidence now. 
Cym. Oh, what am 1? 

A mother to the birth of three ! ne er mother 
Rejvic'd deliverance mot e; bleſs'd may you be, 
That, after this ſtrange ſtarting from your orbs, 

You nay reign in them now! Oh Imogen, 

Thou It loit by this a kingdom. | 
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Imo. No, my Lord: 
I've got two worlds by't. Oh, my gentle brothers, 
Have we thus met? oh, never ſay hereatter, 
But I am trueſt ſpeaker, You call'd me brother, 
When I was but your ſiſter; I, you brothers, 
When ye were ſo indeed. 

On Did you e'er meet? 

Arv. Ay, my good Lord. 

Guid. And at firit meeting lov'd; 
Continued fo, until we thought he dy'd. 

Cer. By the Queen's dram the ſwallow'd. 

Ou. O rare initinct ! 
When ſhall 1 hear all through ? this fierce abridgment 
Hath to « circumſtantial brauches, which 
DittiaQion ſhould be rich in. M here? how liv'd you? 
And when came you to lerve our Roman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers? how firlt met them? 
Why Hed you from the court? and whither ?—Thele + 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
1 know not how much more, thould be demanded ;. 
And all the other by-dependences 
From chance to chance : but not the time, nor place, 
Will terve long interrogatories, See, 
Poſthumus * upon Imogen; 
And ſhe, lixe harmlets lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her maſter ; hitting 
Each obje& with a joy. The counter change 
Is fev'raliy in all. Let's quit this ground, 
And ſcmcke the temple with our facrifices, 
Thou art. my brother; ſo we'll hold thee ever. 

[To Belarius, 

Imo, You are my father too, and did relieve me, 
To ſee this gracious teaton ! 

Cym. All o'esjoy d, & 
Save cheſe n bonds: Jet them be joyful too, 
For they thai tate our coutcrt, 

Imo. My good malte-, 
I will ye. do yuu ter vice. 

Luc Happy be you 

Cym, The torlorn ſolcier, that ſo nobly fought; . 


He wouic have wilt tecome chu place, and grac'd 
The thaukings of a Riug. 4 
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Pet. Tis I am, Sir, 
The ſoldier that did company theſe three, 
In poor beſeeming : twas a fitment for 
The purpoſe | then follow'd. That 1 was he, 
Speak, Iachimo, I had you down, and might 
Have made your finith. 

Lach. I am down again, LXxcels. 
But now my heavy conſcience ſinks my knee, 
And then your force did. Take that life, beſeech you, 
Which I ſo often owe : but, your ring firſt ; 
And here the bracelet of the trueſt princeſs 
That ever ſwore her faith. 

Poſt. Kneel not to me. 

The power that I have on you, is to ſpare you; 
The malice tow'rds you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better ! 

Om. Nobly doom'd: 

We'll learn oor freeneſs of a ſon-in-law ; 
Pardon's the word to all, 

Arv. You help'd us, Sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 
Joy'd are we that you are. 
Pol. Your ſervant, princes. * 


* Peſt. Your ſervant, princez. Good my Lord of Rome, 
Call forth your Soothfiyer, As I Nept, methougl.t 
Great Jupiter, upon bis caple back d. 

Appear'd to me, with other ſpright'y ſhews 

Of mine own kindred. W hen 1 wak'd, 1 found 
This label on my boſom ; whoſe containing 

Is fo from ſenſe in dne, that I can 

Make no collection of it. Lec him thew 

His ſkill in the conſtruAion. 

Lac. Fhilatmon us.. 

Socth. Here, my good Lord. 

Lies Read, and declare the meaniog. 


Reads. 

When as a lion's whelp ſh dl, to himſelf unknown, without ſeck. 
ing find, and be embrac © by - piec: os tender air; and u her, from 
a ſtately c:dar ſhalt be lot bra che, „ie, being ded many years, 
* ſhall atter revive, be jointed e e et K anc trefbly grow, then 
* ſhall ? hummus cr d his miſeries, i3ritatu be fortuuate, and Buwmiſh 
in pcace au} plen .“ . 

Thou, Læœonatus, art the Fon's whelp ; 
The tit and apt coattruQion ut thy name, 
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Cym. My peace we will begin; and, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we ſunmit to Cæſar, 
And to the Roman e npire; promiſing 
To pay our wonted ttionte, trom the which 
We were dif iaded by our wicked Queen; 
On whom heav'n's juſtice (both on her and her's) 
Hath laid moit heavy hand, 

Sonth. The fingers of the powers above de tune 
The harmony of this peace: the viiion 
Which I made known to Lucius ere the ſtroke 
Of this yet ſcarce- cold battle, at this inſtant 
Is full accomplith'd. For the Roman eagle, 
From ſouth to welt on wing ſoaring alott, 
Leſſen'd herſe'f, and in the beams of th ſun 
So vaniſh'd; which fore-thew'd our priacely eagle, 
Th' Imperial Cæſar, ſhould again nnite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Which ſhines here in the welt, 

Om. Laud we the gods! 
And let the crooked ſmoaks climb to their noſtrils 
From our bleſs'd altars ! publiſh we this peace | 
To all our ſubjects. Set we torward : let 
A Roman and a Britiſh enſign wave 
Friendly together ; ſo through Lud's town march; 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify. Seal it with feaſts, 
Set on, there : never was a war did ceale, 
Exe bloody hands were walh' d, with ſuch a peace. 

[Exeunt omnes. 


The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, | 0 Cymbcline, 
Which we call Molits 4cr * Mollis Aer © (7 
We term it Mulier: which Mulier, I divine, 
Is this moſt conſtant wife ; who, even now, 
Anſwering the letter of the oracle, | 
Unknown to y u, unſought, were clipt about 
With this moſt tendcr air. 
m. This has ſome ſeeming. 
' Scoth. The lotty cedar, Royal C 
Perſonates thee ; and thy lopt branches point 
Thy two ſons forth : who, by Belarias ftoln, 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
To the majeſtic cedar join d; whoſe iſſue 
Pomiſes Britain peace and pienty. 
Cn, My peace we will begin, &c. 
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TROILUS and CRESSIDA *. 


DRAMATIS PERSONE. 


Pata, ? | —_— 

1 leOor, Mroclus, 

Troilus, Therfitcs, Greets. 

Paris, | Calchas, 

Deiphobus, þ Trojaas. 4 Helen, wife to Menelaus, in love 
Helenvus, with Paris. 

FEneas, | Andromache, wife to Heftcr. 
Pandarus, Caſſandra, durghter ts Priam, a 
Antenor, J propheteſs, 

A baſtard fon of Priam, | | Creffida, daughter to Calchas, in 
Agamemnon, . love with Troilut. 

Achilles, _— —_—— 

Ajax, 4 » fo 47 oilus. 

hes, Greeks. Trois ond Greek Soldiers, wit) 
Ulyſſes, other Att cndants. 

Nelior, J | 


S EN E, Troy; and the Grecian camp before it, 


This flory was or'ginally written by Lollius an old Lombard au» 
ther, and fince by Chaucer. It is alſo found in an old Engliſh ſt 
book of the three deſtruftons of Troy; from which many of t 
- — wn, being to be tound ro 


Before this play, printed in 160g, is a bookſeller's preface, ſhewing 
that firſt impreſſion to have been before the play had been ed; and 
that it was publiſhed without Shakefpear's knowledge, from a copy 
that had fallen into the bookſeller's bands. Mr Dryden thinks this 
one of the firit of our author's plays : but, on the contrary, it may 
be judged from the forementioned preface, that it was one of his laſt ; 
and the great number of obſervations, both moral and politic, (with 
which this piece is crouded more than any other of his), ſeems ts 
confirm wy opinion, 
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T N Troy, there lies the ſcene : fromiſles Crecct 
The princes orgillous, their high blaod cha d, 

Have to the port of Athens ſent their ſhips, 

Fraught with the miniſters and inſiruments 

Of cruel war. Sixty and nine that wore © 

Their crownets regal, from th' Athenian bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia, and their vow is made 

To ranſack Troy ; within whoſe ſtrang immures, 

The raviſh d Helen, Mlenelau Queen, 


"Ons With wanton Paris fleeps ; and that's the quarrel. 
5 To Tenedos they come 
n. 4 And the deep*drawing barks do there diſgorge 
Their warlite fraughtage. Now on Daran plains, 
1. is The freſh and yet unbruiſed Greeks ds pitch 
Their brave pavilions. Priam' fix gates i th' city, 
{ Dardan, and Thzmbria, Ilia, Scæa, Troian, 
with And Antenzrides ), with maſſy flaples, 
And cor reſponſive and fulfilling belts, 
Sperre up the ſons of Troy. 
Now expection tickling ſkittiſh ſpirits 
On one and other fide, Trjan and Greek, 
Sets all on hazard, And hither am I come 
A prolegue arm d, ( but nat in confidence 
- — Of author's pen, or attor's voice ; but ſuited 
# x In like condition as our argument 
nd ro To tell you, { fair behalders ). that our play 
Leaps o'er the vaunt and firſtlings of tho'e breil:, 
'Cinning i th middle; ſtarting thence away, 
1ewing To what may be dizeſied in a play. 
4 ; and Like, or find fault. do as your pleaſures are; 
< 2 Now good, or bad, lis but the chance of war. 
8 . SCENE I. 
1s lait z 
(with The palace in Trey. 
ems to 


Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 


W hy thould | war without the walls of Troy, 
That find ſuc cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan that is maſter of his heart, 


Troi. O here my varlet; I'll unarm again. 
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Let him to field ; Troilus, ales! h»th none, 
Pan. Will this cer ne er be mended ? | 
Tr. * The Greeks are ſtroiig. and {kilful to theic 
ſtreupth, 
Fierce to their ſkill, and to their fierceneſs valiant. 
* But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
* Tan.er thau fleep, fonder “ than ignorance ; 
* Leſs valiant thau the virgin in the night, 
And ſkil-leſs as unprattis'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this: for my 
part, 'H not meddle nor make any farther. He that 
will have a cake out of the wheat, mult needs tarry the 
grinding, 

Troi. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you muſt tarry the 
boulcing. 

Troi. Havel not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the boulting: but you muſt tarry the 
leav niag. 

Trei. Still have I tarried, 

Pan. Ay, to the leav'ning : but here's yet in the 
word herea/ter, the kneading, the making of the cake, 

the heating of the oven, and the baking; nay, you 
mult ſtay the cooling too, or you may chance to burn 

ur lips 
& 7 Patience herſelf, what goddeſs e er ſhe be, 

Doth lefler blench at ſufferance than 1 do. 

At Priam's royal table do I fic 2 

And when fair Creſſid comes iuto my thoughts. 
So, traitor! when ſhe comes? when is the thence? 
Pan. Well, ſhe look'd yelternight faiter than ever ! 
ſaw her look, or any woman eiſe. 

Troi. | was about to tell thee, when my heart, 

As wedged with a ligh, would rive in twain, 
Leſt Hector or my father ſhould perceive me, 
I have (as when the fun doth light a ſtorm) 
Buried this ſigh in wrinkle of a imile. 
But ſorrow that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſs, 
Is like that mirth fate turns to ſudden ſadneſs. 
Pan, An her hair were not fomewhat darker than 
Helen's—- Well, go to, there were no more compariſon 


® fonder, for more childiſe, 
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between the women. But, for my part, ſhe is my 
kinfwoman ; I would not (as they term it) praiſe her 
heir but | would ſome body had heard her talk yeſterday as 
did. 1 will not diſpraiſe your filter Caſſandra's wit, 
but | 
N Trei. O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus 
When l do tell thee. there my hopes lie drown'd, 
Reply not, in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Creſſid's love. Thou anſwer'ſt, ſhe is fair; 
Pour'ſt in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gate, her voice ; 
Handleſt in thy diſcourſe O that! her hand! 
(In whoſe compariſon, all whites are ink, 
Writing their own reproach), ro whoſe ſoft ſeizure 
The cygnet's down is harſh, and (ſpite of ſenſe) 
Hard as the palm of ploughman. This thou tell'ſt me. 
the (As true thou tell ſt me), when I ſay I love her, 
But ſaying thus, inſtead of oil and balm, 
Thou lay ſt in every gaſh that love hath given me, 
1 the The knife that made it. 


cake, Pan. I ſpeak no more than truth. 

you Troi. Thou doſt not ſpeak ſo much. 

burn Pan. Faith, III not meddle in't. Let her be as ſhe 
is ; if ſhe be fair, tis the better for her; an' the be 

e, not, ſhe has the mends in her own hands. 


Troi, Good Pandarus ; how now, Pandarus ? 
Pan, I have had my labour for my travel, ill thought 


4 0M on of her, and ill thought on of you : gone between 

hence! and between, but ſmall thanks for my labour. 

ever | Troi. What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? what, with me? 
Pan. Becauſe ſhe is kin to me, therefore ſhe's not fo 

t. fair as Helen; an' ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe would 


be as fair on Friday as Helen is on Sunday, But 
what care 1 ? I care not an the were a hlack - a · moor; 
tis all one to me. 

Troi. Say I ſhe is not fair? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a 
fool to Ray behind her father ; let her to the Greeks, 
and fo 1 Il tell her the next time I ſee her: for my part, 
In meddle nor make no more i th' matter, 

Troi. Pandarus —— 

Vor. VII. 2 
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Pan. Not 1, 
Trii. Sweet Pandarns —— 
Pan. Pray you ſpeak no more to me: I will leave all 
as I ſound it, and there's an end. [ Exit Pandarus, 
[Sound alaru, 
T roi. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rude 
ſounds ! 
Fools on both ſidzs.—— Helen muſt needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument, 
It i; too ſtarv'd a ſubject for my ſword, 
But Pandarus—— O gods! how do you plague me? 
] cannot come to Creſſid, but by Pandar ; 
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woo, 
As ſhe is ſtubborn chaſte againſt all ſuit, 
Tell me, Apollo. for thy Daphne's love, 
What Creſſid is, what Pandar, and what we. 
Her bed is India, there ſhe lies a pearl. 
Between our Ilium, and where ſhe reſides, 
Let it be call'd e wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourſelf the merchant, and this failing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 
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SCENE ll. Alarum, Enter Xneas. 
Anne. How now, Prince Troilus ? wherefore not ' 
th' field? 


Troi. Becauſe not there. This woman's anſwer ſorts, 
For womaniſh it is to be from thence. 
What news, Xneas, from the field to-day ? 

ue. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 

Troi, By whom, Xneas? 

Ene Troilus, by Menelaus. | 

Troi. Let Paris bleed, tis but a ſcar to ſcorn. 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus' horn. [ Alarum. 

Ene. Hark, what good ſport is out of town to-day : 
Troi. Better at home, if would I might, were may— 
But to the ſport abroad — Are you bound thither : 

Ene. In all ſwift haſte. 

Tri. Come, go we then together. [Excunt, 
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$S CE XN E IX. 
Changes to a public ſire:t, near the walls of Trays 
Enter Creſſida, and ber ſervant, 


Cre. Who were thoſe went by ? 

Ser, Queen ttecuba and Helen. 

Cre. and whither go they? 

Ser. Up to the caltern tower, 

Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the vale, 
To fee the fight, Hector, white patience 

[s as the virtue fix J, to Cay was mov'd. 

Ui chid Andromache, and liruck his a: morer ; 
and like as there were huſbandry in war, 

Before the (ſun roſe, he was barneis d light 

ard to the field goes he; where ev'ry flower 
Lid as a prophet weep what ic foreſaw, 

la Hector's wrath, 

Cre, What was his cauſe of anger ? 

Ser, Ihe noiſe goes thus; there is among the Grecks 
A Lord of 'Froj:n blood, nephew to Hector, 

They call him Ajax. 

Cre. Good; and what of him? 

Ser. They fay, he is a very man per ſe, and ſtands 
al me. 

Cre. So do all men, unleſs they are drunk, ſick, or 
live no legs. 

Ser. Ibis man, Lady, hath robb'd many beaſts of 
their particular additions: he is as vatiant as the lion, 
C.u;lilk as the bear, Now az the elephant; a man into 
„hom nature hath fo crouded humours, that his va- 
[cur is crulted into folly, his foily ſauced with dilcre- 
don. There is no man hath a virtue, that Ee has not a 
r:apſe of; nor any man an attaint, but he carries 
lome [tain of it. He is melancholy without cauſe, and 
merry againſt the bair; he hath the joints of every 
taing, but every thing lo out of joint, that he is 4 
goutty Briareus, many hands, and of no ule; or a 
purblind Argus, all eyes, and no fight. 

Cre, But how ſhould this man, that makes me (mile, 
make Hector angry? 


Ser, They ſay, he y eſter day cop'd Hector in the battle, 
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and ſtruck him down, the diſdain and ſhame whereof 
hath ever ſince kept Hector faſting and waking. 


SCENE IV, Pandarus. 


Cre. Who comes here? 

Ser. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Cre. Hector's a gallant man. 

Ser. As may be in the world, Lady, 

Pan, What's that ? what's that ? 

Cre. Good-morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, couſin Creſſid; what do you 
talk of? Good morrow, Alexander ; how do 
you, couln ? when were you at liium ? 

Cre. This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of when I came ? was 
Hector arm d and gone ere you came to llium ? Helen 
was not up ? was the ? 

Cre. Hector was gone, but Helen was not up. 

Pan, E'en ſo; Hector was ſtirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger, 

Pan, Was he angry ? | | 

Cre. So he ſays, here. ä 

Pan. True, he was ſo; 1 know the cauſe too. Hen 
lay about him to-day, I can teli them that; and there's 
Troilus will not come far behind him, let them take 
heed of Troilus ; | can tell them that too. 

Cre, What, is he angry too ? 

Pan. Who, Troilus? —- Troilus is the better man 

of the two. 

Cre, Oh, Jupiter, there's no compariſon. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? do 
you know a man, if you ſee him ? 

Cre. Ay, if I ever ſaw him before, and knew him. 

Pan. Well, I ſay, Troilus is Troilus. | 

Cre. Then you lay as | fay ; for I am ſure he is not 
Hector. | 

Pan. No, nor He&or is not Troilus, in ſome degrees, 

Cre. Tis juſt to each of them, he is himſelf. 


This is added in all the editions very abſurdly, Paris not being 


on the (tage. f 
+ Throuzhout the play the uame of Lim ſcems to be given or 


ly to Piam's pal ce. 
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Pan, Himſelf? alas, poor Troilus | | would he weres 


of Ms. 4 
re. So he is. 

Pan, Condition 1 had gone bare-ſoot to India, 

Cre, He is not Hector. 

Pan, Himſelt ? no, he's not himſe!f; would he were 
himſeit! Well, the gods are above; time mult friend, 
or end; well, Troilus, well, I would my heart were in 
her body! —No, Hector is not a better man thay 
Troilus. 

Cre. Excuſe me. 

* Pan He is elder. 


40 Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Th' other's not come to't; you {hail tell me 
another tale, when ch other's come to't, Hector ſhall 
not have his wit this year. | 
hon Cre. He (hall not need it if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor dis qualities, 

Cre No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cre. *'T would not become him, his own's better. 

Pan, You have no judgment, niece Helen herſelf” 
ſwore th' other day, that Troilus for a b:own favour, 
(for ſo 'tis, I muſt confeis), not brown neither 

Cre. No, but brown. 
ake Pan Faith, to ſav truth, brown ard not brown. 

Cre. To fay the truth, true and not true. 
Pan She prais'd his complexion above Paris, 
_ Cre, Why, Paris bath colour enough. 
Pan. So he has. 
Cre, Then Troilus ſhould have too much; if ſhe : 
FR prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than his; 
he having colour enough, and the other higher, is too 
flaming a praiſe for a good cotaplexion. I had as lieve 


1 Helen's golden tongue had tommended Troilus for a 
: mat copper-noſe, ; ; 

Pan, | ſwear to you, I think Helen loves him better 
ä than Paris. 


| Cre, Then ſhe's a merry Greek indeed. 

Pan, Nay, I am ſure ſhe does, She came to him 
bein? th' other day into the compaſs-window ; and, ycu know, 
he has not palſs'd three or four hairs on his chin, 

Z 3. 1 
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Tre. Indeed a tapſter's arithmetic may ſoon bring his 
particulars therein to a total, 

Pan, Why, he is very young; and yet will he within 
three pound liſt as much as his brother Hector. 

Cre. Is he ſo young a man, and ſo old a lifter ? — 

Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, ſhe 
came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin. 

Cre. Juno, have mercy! how came it cloven ? 

Pan Why, you know, tis dimpled I think his ſmi- 
ling becomes him better than any man in all Phrygia. 

Cre. Oh, he ſmiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cre. O yes, an' twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then but to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus 
= Troilus will tand to the proof, if you'll prove 
it ſo. | | 2 

Pan, Troilus? why, he eſteems her no more than I 
eſteem an addle egg. 

Cre. If you love an addle egg as well as yon love an 
idle head, you would eat chickens i” th' ſhell. 

Pan. I cannot chuſe but laugh to think how ſhe tic- 
kled his chin; indeed ſhe has a marvellous white hand, 
I muſt needs confeſs. 

Cre. Without the rack 

Pan. Ard ſhe takes upon her to ſpy a white hair on 
his chin. | ; 

Cre, Alas, poor chin! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But there was ſuch laughing. Queen Hecuba 
laugh'd that her eyes run o'er. 

Cre With militones. 

Pan. And Caſſandra laugh'd. 

Cre But there was more temperate fire under the pot 
of her eyes did her eyes run o'er too? 

Pan. And Hector laugh'd. 

Cre. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen ſpied on 
Troilus's chin. 

Cre. Ant had been a green hair, I ſhould have 
laugh'd c. 0. : 

Pen. They langh'd not ſo much at the hair, as at 

his pretty aniwer, 
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Cre, What was his anſwer ? p 
Pan. Quoth ſhe, Here's but one and fifty hairs on 
r chin, and one of them is white, 

Cre, This is her queſtion. 

Pan That's true, take no queſtion of that. One and 
fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white; that white hair is 
my father, and all the reſt are his ſons, Jupiter! quoth 
ſhe, which of theſe hairs is Paris, my huſband ? The 
forked one, quoth he ; pluck it out, and give it him. 
But there was ſuch laughing, and Helen fo bluſh'd, and 
Paris fo chaf d, and all the reſt fo lavgh'd, that it paſt, 

Cre. So let it now, for it has been a great while go- 
ing by. 

y Well, couſin, I told you a thing yeſterday 
think ont. 

Cre. So l do. 

Pan. I'll be ſworn, tis true; he will weep you, an 
*twere a man born in April, (Sound à retreat, 

Cre. And I'll fpring up in his tears, au 'twere a nettle 
againſt May. 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field; ſhall we 
Rand up here, and fee them as they paſs towards 11i- 
um ? Good niece, do ; ſweet niece, Cr 

Cre. At your pleaſure, 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place, here we 
may ſee molt bravely ; I'll tell you them all by their 
names as they pais by; but mark Troilus above thereſt, 


Aneas paſſes over the ſtage. 


Cre. Speak not ſo loud 

Pan. That's Aneas ; is not that a brave man? he 
one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you: but mark 
Troilus, you ſhall fee anon. 

Cre. Who's that ? 


Antenor paſſes over the ſtage. 


Pan. That's Antenor ; he has a ſhrewd wit, I can tell 
you, and he's a man good enough; he's one o' th* ſound. 
eſt judgment in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man of 
perſon. When comes Troilvs ? I'll ſhew you Troilus 
anon; if he fee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. 

Cre, Will he give you the nod ? 
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Pan, You ſhall ſee. 
Cre, It he do, the mich ſhall have more. 


Hector paſſes ever, 


Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that: 
there's a fellow ! go thy way, Hector; there's a brave 


man, niece: O brave Hector! look how he looks ! 
there's a countenance ! is't not a brave man? 

Cre, O brave man 

Pan. is he not? It does a man's heart good, 
look you, what hacks are on his helmet, look you yon- 
der, do you ſee? look you there! there's no jeſting ; 
there's laying on, take't off who will, as they ſay, there 
be backs. 

Cre. Be thoſe with ſwords ? 


Paris paſſes over, 


Pan. Swords, any thing, he cares not, an' the devil 
come to him, tis all one; by godflid, it does one's heart 
good, Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: look 
ye yonder, niece, is't not a gallant man too, 1s't not? 
why, this is brave now: who ſaid he came home hurt 
to day? he's not hurt: why, this will do Hzlen's 
heart good now, ha? *Would I could fee Troilus now:! 
von (hall fee Troilus anon. 

Cre, Who's that ? 


Helenus paſſes over. 
Pan. That's Helenus. I marvel where Troilus is; 


that's Helenus—— I think he went not forth to-day; 


that's Helenus - 
Cre. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 
Pan. Helenus, no—yes, he'll fight indifferent well 


I marvel where Troilus is? hark, do you not hear che 


people cry Treilur ? Helenus is a priett. 
Cre, M hat ſneaking fellow comes yonder ? 


Troilus paſſes over, 
Pan. Where! yonder? that's Deiphobus. *Tis 


Troilus ! there's a man, niece—hem—brave Proilus ! 


the prince of chivalry ! 


Cre, Peace, for ſhame, peace. 
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Pan, Mark him, note him: O brave Troilus ! lock 
well upon him, niece, look you how his ſword is bloodi- 
ed, and his helm more hack'd than Hector's, and how 
he looks, and how he goes ! O admirable youth! he 
ne er ſaw three and twenty. Go thy way, Troilus, go 
thy way; had | a filter were a grace, or a daughter a 
goddeſs, he ſhould take his choice, O admirable man! 
Paris ?—Paris is dirt to him; and, I. warrant, Helen 
to change would give money to boot, 


Enter common Soldiers. 
Cre, Here come more. 


Pan. Aſfes, fools, dolts, chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran; porridge after meat. | could live and die i th” 
eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look. ne'er look: the eagles 
are gone; crows and daws, crows and daws, 1 Rad 
rather be ſuch a man as Troilus, than Agamemnon and 
all Greece. 

Cre. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better 
man than Troilus, | 

Pan. Achilles? a dray-man, a porter, a very camel, 

Cre. Well, well. 

Pan, Well, well——why, have you any diſcretion ? 
have you any eyes? do you knew what a man is? is 
not birth, beauty, good ſhape, diſcobi le, manhood, 
learning. geatleneſs, vi tue, youth, liberality, and 10 
lor th, the ſpice and ſali that ſeuſons a man? 

Cre. Ay, a minc'd man; and then to be bak'd with 
no date in the pye, for then the man's date is out.. 

Pan. You are ſuch another woman, one krows not 
at what ward you lie. 

Cre. Upon wy back, to defend my belly; upon my 
wit, to detend my wiles; upon my tecrecy, to defend 
mine honeſty ; my maſk, to delend my beauty; aud 
you to defend all theſe; and at all thele wards 1 lie, at 
a thouſand watches. 

Pan, Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that, and that's one of 
the chiefelt of them too; if I cannot ward what I would 
not have hit, I can watch you for telling how | took the 
blow; unleſs it fwell paſt hiding, aad then it is paſt 
watching. 
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Pan. You are ſuch another. 
Enter Boy. 


By. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ſpeak with you, 
Pan, Where? 
Bay, At your gun houſe, there he unarms him. 
Pan, Good hoy. tell him 1 come; 1 doubt he be hurt. 
Fare ye well, god niece, 
Cre. Adieu, voncle. 
Pan. lil be with yon, niece, by and by. 
Cre, To bring, acle 
Pan, Ay, a token rom Troilus. 
Cre. By the ſame token, you «ce a bawd [Exit Pan, 
Words, vows, guts, tears, and Love's full ſacrifice, 
fie ofters in ancther's enterprite: 
But mor- in Froilus thouſand-iold I ſee, 
Than 1a the glais of Pandar's praiſe may be; 
Yet hold lo. Women are angels woning ; 
Things won are Zone; the wul's joy lies in doing: 
That the belov d knows nought that knows not this; 
Meu prize the thirg ungain d more than it is. 
That the ves never yet, that ever knew 
Love got, lo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue : 
Atchizvement is, Command; ungain'd. Bcicech, 
Thereiore this maxim out of love i teach; 
That though my avart's content “ firm love doth bear, 
Nothia g of that thait irom wine eyes appzar. [Exit. 


n. 
Charges to Agamennin's tent in the Grecian camp. 


Trumpets, Enter Agamemnon, Neltor, Ulytt:s, Dio- 
mectes, Mcer.ciuns, with others. 


Ham. Princes, | 
What grief hath fet the jaundice on your cheeks 2 
The auge propoſition that Hope makes 


In all deſigas begun on earth below, 


Fails in th: promis'd lar geneſs: checks and diſaſters 
Gros in the veins of act: ons higheſt rear'd ; 
As kaots, by the conflux of meeting tap, 
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lnfedꝭ the found pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his courſe of growth, 
Nor, Princes, is it matter new to us, 
That we come ſhort of our {eppoſe ſo far, 
That aſter ſev 'n hear liege, yet Troy walls ſtand; 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart; not anſweriag the aim, 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gave t ſurmited ſuape. Why then, yon Princes, 
Do you with cheeks abaſh'd behold our works! 
And think them ſhame, which are indecd nought el 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 
To find perſiſtive conſtancy in men? 
The fineneſs of which metal is not found 
In Fortune's love; for there the bold and coward, 
The wiſe and fool, the artiſt and unread, 
The hard and ſoft, fecm all affin q, and kin; 
But in the wind and tempelt of her frown, 
Diſtinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnous the light away; 
And what hath maſs, or matter by itſelf, 
Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Neft. With due obſervance of thy goodly ſeat, 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall ſupply 
Thy lateſt words. In the reproot of Chance 
Lies the true proof of men: the ſea being ſracoth, 
How many ſhallow bauble boats dare fail 
Upon her patient breaſt, making their way 
With thoſe of nobler bulk ? 
But let the rufhan Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and anon, behold, 
The ſtrong ribb'd bark through quid mountains cus 


Bounding getween the two moiit elements. 


Like Pericus' horſe: where's then the ſaucy boat, 
Whoſe weak untimber'd ſides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatneſs ? or tu harbour fled, 

Or made a toaſt for Neptune Even ſo 

Doth valour's ſhew and valour's worth divide 

In ſtorms ot Fortune, For in her ray and brightneſs 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize 

Than by the tyger : but when ſplitting winds 
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Make flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 

And flies get under ſhade ; the thing of courage, 
As rous'd with rage, with rage doth ſypathize; 
And, with an accent tun'd in ſelſ - ſame key, 
Returns to chiding Fortune “. 

Uh. Agamemnon, 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, ſoul, and only ſpirit, 
In whom the te and the minds of all 
Should be ſhut up; hear what Ulyſſes ſpeaks. 
Beſides th' applauſe and approbation 
The waich, moſt mighty for thy place and ſway, 

[To Agamemnon, 
And thou moſt rev'rend for thy ſtretch d- out liſe, 

: [Ts Neſtor, 

I give to both your ; which were ſuch, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in braſs ; and ſuch again, 
As venerable Neſtor (hatch'd in filver) 
Should with a bond of air, ſtrong as the axle - tree 
On which heav'n rides, knit all the Grecians ears 
To his experienc'd tongue; yer let it pleaſe both 
(Thou great, and wiſe) to hear Ulyſſes ſpeak. 

Aga. Speak, Prince of Ithaca: we leis expect, 
That matter needleſs, of importleſs burthen, 
Divide thy lips, than we are confident, 

When rank Therfites opes his maſtiff jaws, 
We ſhall hear muſic, wit, and oracle. 

DUH. Troy, yet upon her baſis, had been down, 
And the great Hector's ſword hath lack'd a maſter, 
But for theſe inſtances, 

The ſpeciality of rule hath been neglected; 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do ſtand 
Hollow upon this plain, ſo many hollow factions. 
When that the General not likes the hive, 

To whom the foragers ſhall all repair, 

What honey is expected? Degree being v:zarded, 
Th' unworthieſt ſhews as fairly in the maſk. 

The heavens themſelves, the planets, and this centre, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 


i.e. It is aid of the „ that ia ſtorms and winds he rages 
and roars moſt furi 22 | * | 
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Inſiture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 
Office and cuton, in all line of order: 
And therefore is the glorio is pl inet S2/ 
In noble eminence inthron'd an I ſpher'd 
Amid the reſt, whoſe med'cinable eye 
Correct the ill aſpects of planets evil, 
And polts like the commandmeat of a King, 
Sans check, to good and bal, But when the planets 
In evil mixture to diſorder wan der, 
What plagues, and what portents, what matiny ? 
What raging of the ſea? ſhaking of earth? 
Commorioa in the wiuds? frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
The unity and married calm of ſtates 
Quite from their fixure ? Oh, when Degree is ſhaken, 
(Which is the ladder to all high deſi us), 
Then enterpriſe is ſick. How could communities, 
Degrees ia ſchools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce tro: dividable ſhores, 
The primogeniture, and duz of birth, 
Prerogative of age, crowns, ſcepters, laurels, 
(But by degree), tan d in authentic place? 
Take but degree away, untune that ſtriag. 
And hark what diſcord follows; each thing meets 
In mere oppugnancy. Th: Sounded waters 
Would lift their boſoms higher than the thores, 
Aud make a ſop ot all this Loli globe: 
Strength would he lord of Iabeciil:ty, 
And the rude ſon would ſtrike his tather dead: 
* Force would be light; or rather right and wrong 
* (Between whole endleſ jar Jaltice preſi les) 
Would loſe their nimes, and ſo woul: Jultice too. 
Then every thing includes itſolf in power, 
* Power into wil, will into appetite; 
* Aud appetite (an univertal wolf, 
So doubly ſeconded with will and power) 
* Mult make perforce an nniverſal prey, 
And lait eat up itſelf, Great Agamemron! 

ins chaos, when Degree is ſuffocace, 
Foliows the choking : | 
And ibis Leg lection of Degree is it, 
That y 4 pace gocs baceward, ina purpoſe 
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It hath to climb, The General's diſdain'd 

By him one ſtep below; he ty the next; 

That next, by him beneath: ſo every ſtep, 
F.xampled by the firſt pace that is ſick 

Of his ſuperior, grows to an envious fever 

Of pale and bloodleſs emulaticn. 

And 'tis this fever that keeps I roy on foot, 
Not her own ſine ws. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in qur weakneſs lives, not in her ſtrength. 

N. Moſt wilely hath Ulyſſes here diſcover'd 
The fever, whereof all our power is ſick. 

Aga. The nature of the ſickneſs found, Ulyfles, 
What is the remedy ? : 

LY. The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns 
© The ſinew and the forehand of our hoit, 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 

* Grows Cainty of his worth, and in his tent 

Lies mocking our deſigns, With him, Patroclus, 
«« Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day 

«« Breaks ſcurril jeſts; 

And with ridiculous and aukward action 

«« (Which, flanderer, he imitation calls) | 
*« He pageants us. Sometimes, great Agamemnon, 
© Thy ſtopleis “ deputation he puts on; 

„ And, like a ſtrutting player, (whoſe conceit 
Lies in his bam-ftring, and doth think it rich 

© To hear the wocden dialogue and found 

+ 'Twixt his ſtretch'd footing and the ſcaffoldage), 
1% Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wreſted ſeeming 

1% He acts thy greatneſs in: and when he ſpeaks, 


*« 'Tis like a chime a-mending : with terms unſquar d: 
« Which, from the tongue uf roaring Tiphon dropt, 


*« Would ſeem byperboles. At this tuſty ſtuff 
Ihe large Achilles, on his preſs'd-be2 lolling, 
„From his deep cheſt lau hs out a loud applauſe; 
*« Cries— Exccllent ! 


* As he, being dreſs'd to ſome oration. 

© That's done—as near as the extreme(t ends 
„Ot parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife; 
«© Yet good Achilles ſtill cries, Excellent 


i. e. unlimited. 


tis Agamemnon juſt ——— 
% Now play me Neſtor —— hum, and ſtroke thy beard, 


ar d: 


card, 
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« 'Tis Neſtor right! now play him me, Patroclus, 
« Arming to anſwer ia a night- alarm: 
« And then, ſorſooth, the faint deſects of age 
% Muſt be the ſcene of mirth, to cough 25d ſpit, 
„% Ad with 4 j.ilfy furmbling on his gorget, 
© Shake in ud out the rivet—And t tis iport 
Sir Valoar dies Fcries O ! enough. Patroclus 
Oe give me ribs of ſteel, I ſh a ſplit a. 
In plæaſu : e of my ſpleen Aud, in this faſhion, 
All our abilities, gifts natures, ſhapes, 
Severals and generals of grace; cxacts “, 
Atchievements, plots, prders, preveutions, 
Excitements to the field, or tpeech jor trace, 
Succels or loſs, what is, or is not, ferves 
As ſtuſf for theſe two to m. ke paradoxes, 

. Aud in the imitation of the!e twain, 
(Whom, as Ulyites ſays, opinion crowns 
With aa imperial voice), many are inlect. 
Ajiz is grown ſelf will'd, and bears his head 
In ſuch a rein, in full as proud a pace, 
As broad Achilles; and keeps his teat like him; 
Makes factious feaſts, rails on our ſtate of war, 
Bold as an oracle; and ſets Therſites 
(A flave whoſe gill coins landers like a mint), 
To match us in compariions with dirt; 
To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 
How hard ſoever rounded in with danger, 

C. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 

Count wiſdom as no member of the war; 
Foreitall our preſcience, and elleem no act 
But that of hand. The (till and mental parts, 
I hat do contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike, 
« When fitneſs call them on, and know by meaſure 
« Of their obſervant toil, the enemie, weight; 
« Why, this bath not a Engers dignity ; 
They call this bed-werk mappry, cloſet war; 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 
« For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 
« They place before his hand that made the engine ; 
Or thote that with the fineneſs of their ſouls 


. i. e. exaftments, public taxes, and ccntributions for ca rying on 
e war, | 
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By reaſon, guide his execution. 
Neft. Let this be granted, and Achilles” horſe 
Mikes many Thetis' ſons. [ Tucket ſounds, 
Aga. What trumpet? lock, Menelaus, 
Men. From Troy. 


SC EN E Vi EW, Fneas, 


Apa. What would yon fore cnr tent? 

ne. Is this great Agamemnon's tent, I pray you? 

Aa. Even this. 

Lane. May one that is a herald ard a prince 
Do a fair meſſage to bis kingly ears? 

Aga. With turety longer than Achilles' arm, 
Fete all the Creekiſh heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamerninon head and general. 

Ene. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may 
A ſtranger to thoſe moſt imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Aga. How? 

Ene. 1 aſk that I might waken reverence, 

And bid the cheek be ready with a bluſh 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 

J he youthful Phoebus, 

Which is that god in cffice, guiding men? 
M hich is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Aga. This Trojan ſcorns us, or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

ue. Courtiers as free, as deFonair, unarm'd, 

As bending angels; that's their fawe in peace. 

But when they would ſeem ſoldiers, they have galls, 
Good arms, firong joints, true ſwords ;'and ( Jove's ac- 
Nothing ſo full of heart. But peace, Aneas; [cord) 
Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips; 

I be worthineſs of praiſe diſtains his worth, 

If he that's prais'd, bimſelf brirg the praile forth: 

M hat the repining enemy commends, 

I bat breath f: me blows, that praiſe ſole pure tranſcends, 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourſelf AZreas ? 
Fe Ay, Greek, that is my name. 
ga. M bat's your affair, I pray you? 

A ne. Sir, g ardon; 'tis for Agenemnen's ears. 
4 g. He hears r.ovgbt privately that comes fiom Troy. 


2 


ends. 
42 
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ne Nor I from Troy come not to whiſper him; 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear, 
Jo ſet his ſenſe on the attentive bent, 
And then to ſpeak. 

Aga Speak trankly as the wind, 
It is not Agamemnon's ſleeping hour; 
That thou ſhalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee fo himſelf. 

ne. Trumpet, blow loud. 
Send thy braſs voice thro” all theſe lazy tents; 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know 
What | roy means fairly, thall be ſpoke aloud, 

| [ The Trumpets ſound, 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd Hedor, (Priam is his tather), 
Who in this dull and long-continu d truce 
Is ruity grown ; he bade me take a trumpet, 
And to this purpoſe ipeak. Kings, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one amongyit the tair'lt of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his eaſe, 
That iecks his praiſe more than he fears his peril, 
That knows his valour, and, knows not his fear, 
That loves his miſtre s more than in confeliion *, 
(With troant vows to her own lips he loves), 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth 
In other arms than her's : to biw this challenge. 
Hector, in view oi i rojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, (or do his beit to do it). 
He hath a lacy, wilcr, fairer, truer, 
Than ever Greek did compats in his arms ; 
And will ro-morrow- witch his trump.t call 
Midway between your tents aud walls of Troy, 
10 roue a Grecian chat is true in luve. 
lt any cone. tiector ſhall hunour him: 
It none, he'll ſay tn Troy when he: et'res, 
1hbe Grecian dau:es are tun burnt, and act worth 
Tit iplinter oi a lance ;— ——even ſo much. 

Aga. i his thall be twl4 cur lovers, Lord Eueas, 
If none of them have 1ou! in tuch a kind, 
Ve ve leit then: ail at hne but we are ſoldiers ; 
And may that loldier a 5:4 recreant prove, 


* confeion, for profeſs, 
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T hat means not, hath not, or is not in love! 

H then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector; if none elſe, I'm he. 

. Tell him of Neſtor ; one that was a man 

When HeQor's grandſire ſack d; he is old now, 

But if there be not in our Grecian hoſt 

One noble man that hath one ſpark of fire, 

'To anſwer for his love; tell him from me, 

In hide my filver beard in a gold beaver, .- 

And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn ; 

And, meeting him, will tell him, that my lady 

Was fairer than his grandam, and as chaſte 

As may be in the world: his youth in flood, 

Ill pawn this truth with my three drops of blood, 
Ene. Now heav'as forbid ſuch ſcarcity of youth! 
UN. Amen. , 

Aa. Fair Lord Eneas, let me touch your hand. 

To our pavilion ſhall 1 lead you firſt. 

Achilles ſhall have word of this intent, 

So ſhall each Lord of Greece from tent to tent, 

Yourſelf ſhall fealt with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a peble foe [Exeunt, 


SCENE Vil Manent Ulyiles and Neſtor. 


Uly/ Neſtor, 
Nejt. What ſays Ulyſſes ? 
l bave a young conception in my wat 


Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape, 
Neſt Whatist? 


Ub. This tis: 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots ; the feeded pride 
That hath to this marurity blown up 
In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 
Or, ſhedding, breed a nurſery ot * ** 
To overbulk us all 

. Well, and how now? 

Usyſ. This challenge that the gallant Hector ſends, 
However d is ipread in general name, 
Relates in pucpole only to Achilles, 

Ne The purpoſe is per ſpicuous, even as ſubſtance, 
W hoſe gretfiuets little characters ſum up: 
And, iu the publication, make no ſtrain, 


— 


unz, 
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But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, (tho Apolio knows 4 
'Tis dry enough}, will with great ſpeed of judgment, 
Ay, with — fiud Hector s pur poſe 
Pointing on him. 
DUH. And wake him to the anſwer, think you ? 
Neſt. Yes, tis moſt meet; whom may you elle op- 
That can from Hector bring his honour off, | 
If not Achilles? though a ſporttul combat, 
Yet in tais trial much opinion dwells, 
For here the Trojans talte our dear it repute 
With their fin'ſt palate : and truſt to me, Ulyſſes, 
Our imputation ſhall be oddly pois'd 
In this wild action For the ſucceſs, 
Although particular, ſhall give a ſcantling 
Of good or bad unto the general: 
And in ſuch indexes, although ſmall pricks 
To their ſubſequent volumes, there is ſeen 
The baby figure of the giant - mais 
Of things to come, at large It is ſuppos'd, 
He that meets lie tor, iſſues troa: our choice; 
And choice, being mutual ad vr ali our fouls, 
Makes merit her e ction; and dota boil, 
As *twere, from tc:th us all, a man dittill'd 
Out ot our virtnes ; ho miſcarryiag, 
What heart from heiuct receives the conqu'ring part, 
To Reel a ſtrong opir..uu to them. elves ! 
Which entertain, Imbs ne his inſtruments, 
In no leſs working thai are ſwords and bows . 
Directive by the 1:-bs. 
Ulyſ. Give pardon to my ipeech; 
Theretore tis weet Achilles n.cct not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, ew our fouleſt wares, 
Aud think, pet chance, chey'll tell ; it not, 


I he lotice of the better, yet to ſue w. 


Shall ſhew the better, io net tuen conſent, 

That ever H sctor aud Ach lle weet :- 

For both our honour an our luame in this 

Are dogg d with two Grange fellowers, 
Neti | fee them not vin my ob! cyes : what aretheye 
UbG/ Whit glory our Achilles ſuares icum Rector, 

Were he not pront, we ail thould are with him. 

Kut he already is too inlolent; 
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And we were better parch in Atric ſun, 

Than in the pride and ſalt ſcorn of his eyes, 

Should he ſcape HeRtor fair, If he were foil'd, 

Why, then we did our main opinion cruth 

In taint ot our belt man. No, make a lott'ry 

And by device let blockiſh Ajax draw 

Ihe tort to fight with Hector: *mong ourſelves, 

Give him allowance as the worthier man ; 

For that will phyſic the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applauſe, and make him fall 

His crelt, that prouder than blue iris bends, 

If the. dull brainlets Ajax come ſafe off, 

We'll drels him up in voices: if he fail, 

Yet go we under our opinion till, 

That we have better men. But, hit or miſs, 

Our pre ject s life this ſhape of ſenfe aſſu nes, 

Ajax employ'd, plucks down Achilles“ plumes, . 
Neft. Ulyſſes, now I relth thy advice, 

And 1 w'll give a taſte of it forthwith 

To Agamemnon ; go we to him ſtraight; 

Iwo curs {hall tame each other; pride alone 

Mult tar the maitiffs on, as 'twere their bone. | Exeunt. 


7k * > we a7 47 3 We 


The Grecian camp. 
Enter Ajax and Therfites, 


Ajax. Herſitcs, 
Ther Aa — it he had boils 


——- full, all over generally. [Talking to himel/. 
Ajax, Thee 
Ther. und thoie boils did run — fay to—did net 
the General run? were not that 4 botchy core? 
Hjax. Dog! 
Ther, len there would come ſome tnatter from 
him : tee none now. 
ax. Thou biich-wolt 's fon, canit thon not bear? 
fee! then. | 24» hes him, 
Ther, The plague ol Greece upon thee, thou worgrel 
beet witted Lord! 


N. 
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Ajax, Speak then, thou windieſt leaven, ſpeak ; 1 
will beat thee into handſomeneſs. 

Ther. I ſhall ſooner rail thee into wit and holireſs 
but I think thy horſe will ſooner con an oration, than 
thou learn a prayer without a brok thon ault ſtrikes 
canit thou? a red murrain o thy ja.'e's tricks 

Hax. Toads- fool, learn ine the procla:r ation, 

Ther. Doſt thou think I have no ſenſe, thou ttrik'ſt 
me thus? 

Ajax. The proclamation 

Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a fool, I think, 

Hax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my hngers itch, 

Ther. I would thou didit icch trom head to lot. and 
I had the ſcratching of thee ; I would make thee the 
lothſom'ſt ſcab in Greece. 

Ajax. I ſay, the proclamation———— 

Ther. Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every hour on A- 
chilles, and thou art as full of eavy at his greatneis, as 
Cerberus is at Proſerpina's beauty: ay, that thcu bark t 
at him, | 

Ajax. Miſtreſs Therſites ! 

Ther. Thou ſhould'lt ſtrike him. 

Ajax, Cobloat ! 

Ther, He would ponnd thee into ſhivers with his fit, 
as a ſailor breaks a biſket. 

Ajax. You whoreſon cur. [Beating him, 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax, T hou tool for a witeh 

Ther. Ay, do, do, thou ſodden-witted Lord; thou 
haſt no more brain than 1 have in my elbows: an A. 
ſinego may tutor thee. Thou (curvy valiant aſs | thou 
art here but to threſh Trojans, aud thou art bought and 
fold awong thoſe of any wit, like a Barbarian ſlave. If 
thou uſe to beat me, I will begin at thy heel, and tell 
what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou! 

Ajax. You dog 

Ther. You ſcurvy Lord! 


Ajax. You cur! | [ Beating him, 
Ther, Mars his ideot! do, rulenefs ; do, camel, do, 
do. 


ls 
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SCENE II. Ester Achilles and Patroclus. 
Achil, Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you 


How now, Therfütes? what's che matter, man? [this ? 


Ther You ſee him there, do you? 

Achil, y what s the matter? 

Ther. Nay, look upon tim. 

ci. $21 do, hats the matter ? 

Ther. Nay, but regar i him well. 

AAchil. Well. whe, | 4o fo. 

Ther, Rot yet von look not well upon him: for who- 
Lever vou case hi 0 % be, he is Ax. 

Aebi. I know that, fol. 

Ther. A but that tool knows not himſelf, 

Ajaxs Therefore | beat thee. 

Ther. Lo, 1», lo. lo, what modicums of wit he ut - 
ters; his evalions nave ears thus long. I have bobb'd 
bis brain, more taun he has beat my bones: I will buy 
nine ſparrows lor a penny. and his gi mater is not worth 
the ninth part of a ſparrow. TFuis Lord (Achilles) 
Ajax, who wears his wit in his belly, and his guts in 
his head, I'll tell you what 1 fay of him. 

Achil, What ? 

[Ajax effers to ſtrike him, Achilles ixterpaſes. 

T her. 1 ſay this Ajax 

Achil. Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther Has not fo much wit——— 

Achil. Nay, 1 muſt hol you. 

Ther As will (top the eye of Helen's needdle for 
whom he comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace, fool ! 

Ther, I would have peace and quietnefs but the fool 
will not : he there, that he, look you there. 

Ajax, O thou damn'd cur, I ſhall— 

Acbil. Will you ſet your wit to a fool's ? 

Ther. No. | warrant you; tor a fool's will ſhame ir. 

Pat. Good words, Ther ſites. 

Achil. What's the quarrel ? 

Ajax 1 bad the vile owl go learn me the tcnor af the 
proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. | ſerve thee not. 

Ajax, We'll, go to, go to. 


ou 
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Ther. I f.rve here voluntary. 

Achil, Your laſt ſervice was tuiTerance, *twas not vo- 
luntary; no man is beaten voluncary; Ajax was here 
the voluntary. aud you as under an imprets, 

Ther. Ev n fo ——A great deal of your wit too lies 
in your ſinews, or elte there be lyars Hector ſhall 
have a great catch, if he knock out either of your 
brains; he were as good crack a ſuity nut with no kernel. 

ei What, with me too, Therſites? 

Ther, There's Ulyii's and old Neitor (whoſe wit 
was mouldy ere your ;renclires had nals on their toes), 
yoke you like draiſt oxen, and make you plow up the 
wair. 

Achi/, What ! what! 

Ther. Yes, good both; to Achilles! to Ajax ! to- 

Ajax, I thall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. Ius no matter, I (hall ſpeak as much as thou 
afterwarus, 

Pat. No more words, Ther ſites. 

Ther. 1 will hold my peace, when Achilles“ brach 
bids me, thall 1? 

Achil. 'Vhere's for you, Patroclus, 

Ther. I will fee you hang'd like clodpoles, cre I come 
any more to your tents, | will keep where there is wit 
Ilir ing, and leave the faction ot tools. [ Extt. 

Pat. A cood riddance. 

Achil, Marry, this, Sir, is proclaim'd e all our 
That lic tor, by the fitth hour of the ſun, Tholt, 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 

To- morrow morning call ſome knight to arms, 
7 hat bath a itomach, tuch a one that dare 
Maintain 1 know not what: tis trath, farewel. 

Ajax Farewel! who (hail anſwer bim? 

Acbil. I know not. 'tis pat to lott'ry; otherwiſe 
He knew his man. | 
Ajax, O, meaning pane : PI go learn more of it. 

[ Exeunt, 


Changes ts Priam's palace in Tray. 
Enter Priam, Hector, Iroilus, Paris, and Helenus. 
Pri, After ſo many hours, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, 


4 
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Thus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks : 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elſe 

(As honour, loſe of time, travel. expence, 

Wounds, friends, and what elſe dear that is conſum'd 
In hot digeſtion of this cormorant war) 

Shall be ſtruck off, Hector. what ſay you to't ? 


Hect. Though no man leffer fear the Greeks than I, * 
As far as touches my particular; yet * 
There is no lady of more foſter bowels, 
More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of tear, T 


More ready to cry out, Mh knows; what follows ? 

Than Hector is. The wound of peace is ſurety, 

Surety ſecure 3 but modeſt doubt is call'd 

The beacon of the wiſe ; the teut that ſearches 

To th' bottom of the worſt, Let Helen go. 

Siace the firſt ſword was drawn about this queſtion, 

Every tithe ſoul mong ſt many thouſand diſmes 

Hath been as dear as Helen: I mean, of ours. 

If we have loſt fo many tenths of ours, 

To guard a ching not ours, not worth to us 

(Had it our name) the value of one ten; 

What merit's in that reaſon which denies 

The yielding of her up ? 
Tro. Fie, fie, my brother: 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 

(So great as our dread father) in a ſcale 

Of common ounces ? w:ll you with counters ſum 

The valt proportion of his infinite ? 

And buckle in a waite moſt fathomleſo, 

With ſpans and inches ſo diminutive 

As ſears and reaſons! fie for godly ſhame ! : 
Fel. No marvel though you bite fo ſharp at reaſons, 

You ate ſo emgty of them. Should not our father 

Bear the great ſway of his affairs with reaſons; 

Becauſe your ſpeech hath none, that tells him fo ? 
Trci. You are ior dreams and ſlumbers, brother prieſt, 

Yon fur your gloves with reaſons. Here are your rea- 


You know an enemy inten is you harm; [ ſons, — in 
You know a ſword e:nploy'd is perilous ; 1 Fad 
And reaſon flies the object of all harm. | — 


M ho marvels chen, when Helenus beholds And 
A Greciaa and his ſword, if he do ſet 
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The very wings of reaſon to his heels, 
And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 
Or like a ftar diforb'd ! Nay, it we talk of reaſon, 
Let's ſhut our gates, and flezp : wanhood and honone 
Should have hare-hearts, would they but fat theic 
thoughts 
With this cramm'd reaſon : reaſon and reſpet 
Make livers pale, and luſtyhood deject. 
Hef Brother, fe is not worth what ſhe doth coſt 
The holding. 
7 154. What is aught but as tis value? 
Hed. But value dwells not in particular v ill; 
It holds its eſtimate und digaity, 
As well wherein 'tis precious of it elf, 
As in the prizer : tis mad idolatry, 
To make the ſervice greater than the god ; 
And the will oats, that is inclinable 
To what intect ouſly itſelf affects, 
Without tome image of th' anected's merit. 
Troi | take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is le-4 on io the c nduct of my will; 
My will inkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Tuo traded pilots twixt the dangerous thores 
Of will and judgment; how «4 may avoid 
(Although wy will diſtaſte what is elected) 
The wiſe 1 chute ? there can be no evation 
To blench trom this, an! to Hand firm by honour, 
Ve turn not back tle luis upon the merchant, 
When we have ſpoil'” them; nor th? remainder viands 
We do not throw u. unreſpective place, 
Becauſe we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris ſhould do fore vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your breath of full -onſent bellie4 his tails ; 
The feis and wir ds (old ranglers) took a truce, 
And did hia: fer vice he ron:h'd the ports de ſir'd; 
And. tor an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 
He brought a Greci«n Queen. whoſe youth and ſreſhue ſs 
W:iinkles Apolio's, an makes itale the morning, 
M hy keep we her, the Crerians keep our aunt : 
Is the worih k ping? Why, ſhe is a pearl, 
Whole price bath taunch d above a thovſind ſlips, 
And turu'd crown'd Kings to merchants 
Vor. VII. B b 
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If you'll avouch, "twas wiſdom Paris went, 
(As you mult needs, for you all cry'd, Go, go) ; 
If you'll confeſs, he brought home noble prize, 
(As you mult needs, for you all clapp'd your hands, 
And cry'd, [n:ſtimable !) ; why do you now 
The iſſue of your proper wiſdoms rate, 
And do a deed that Fortune never did, 
Beggar that eſtimation which you priz'd 
Ricker than ſea and land? O theft moſt baſe ! 
What we have ſtoln that we do fear to keep! 
Baſe thieves, unworthy of a thing ſo ſtoln ! 
Who in their country did them that diſgrace, 
We lear to warrant in our native place! 
. Caf. [within] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 
Pri. What noiſe, what ſhriek is this? 
Troi. Tis our mad ſiſter, I do know her voice. 
Caſ. [within.] Cry, Trojans | 
Hect. It is Caſſandra. 


S EN E VV. 
Enter Caſſandra, with ber hair about her cars. 


Caſe Cry, Trojans, cry ; lend me ten thouſand eyes, 
And 1 will fill them with prophetic tears. 
Hed. Peace, filter, peace. 
Caf. Virgins and boys, · mid- age and wrinkled old, 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Add to my clamour ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that maſs of moan to come: 
Cry, Trojans, cry; practiſe your eyes with tears, 
Troy muſt not be, nor goodly thon ſtand : 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris burns us all. 
Cry, Trcjans, cry ! a Helen and a woe; 
Cry, cry, Troy burns, cr elie let Helen go. [Exil. 
Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not theſe high 
Of divination in our ſiſter work [ſtrains 
Some touches of remorſe ? Or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no diicourſe of reaſon, 
Nor fear of bad ſucceſs in a bad cauſe, 
Can qualify the fame ? 
Trei. Why, brother Hector, 
We may not think the juſtneſs of each act 


Exit. 
high 
ſtrains 
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Such and no other than event doth form it ; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
Becauſe Callindra's mad; her brain-lick raptures 
Cannot diltalte the goodneſs of a quarrel, 
Which hath our ſeveral honours all engaged 
To make it gracious, For my private part, 
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's tons ; 
And, Jove forbid | there ſhould be done amongſt us 
Such things, as might oſſend the weakeſt ſpleen 
To fizht for and maintain. 

Par. Elſe might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counſels: 
But | atteſt the gods, your full conſent 
Gave wings to my propenſion, and cut off 
All fears attending on fo dire a projet 
For what, alas, can theſe my ſingle arms ? 
What propugnartion is in one man's valour, 
To ſtand the puſh and enmity of thoſe 
T his quarrel would excite ? yet | proteſt, 
Were | alone to pals the difficulties, 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris ſhould ne er retrat what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purluit. 

Pri. Paris, you ſpeak 
Like one beſotted on your ſweet delights ; 
You have the honey ſtill, but theſe the gall ; 
So, to the valiant, is no praiſe at all. 5 

Par. Sir, I propoſe not merely to myſelf 
The pleaſures ſuch a beauty bring: with it: 
But I would have the ſoil of her lair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treaſon were it to the ranſack'd Queen, 
Ditgrace to your great worths, and ſhame to me, 
Now to deliver her poſſe ſſion up, 
On terms of baſe compulſion ? can it be, 
That ſo degenerate a ſtrain, as this, 
Should once ſet footing in your generous boſoms ? 
There's not the meaneit ſpirit in our party, 
Without a heart to dare, or ſword to draw, 
When Helen is defended : none fo noble, 
Whole life were ill beſtow'd, or death unfam'd, 
hen Helen is the 8 Then, I ſay, 

d 2 | 
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Well may we fight or her, whom we know well, 
The worid's large ſpaces cannot parallel 
Hed? Paris and Troilus, you have oth ſaid well: 
Put on the caule an qu-ition now in hand 
Have gloz'd but ſr prfivially 5 not much 
Unlike young men, w. Ariltotle thou aht 
Ucfit WG hear moral phitotophy. 
"The rein; you alledge, do mate conduce 
to the hot pi 'n of SMemper'd blood, 
Ian to mak up a tree dete mination 
*T wixt right and wrong: © for Pleaſure and Revenge 
«+ tiaveca s more Jeat than a:lders, to the voice 
« Of -ny wee Gecilion. Nature craves 
All does be render'd to their owners; now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 
Than wile is to the huſh ind? If this law 
Ct wature ve corrupted through affection, 
And that great miuds, of partial indulgence 
To their benuwumed wills, reſill the ſame; 
There is a law uw each well order d cation, 
73 © curb thoſe Paging appetites that are 
Moi diiovevient ard refractory. 
Ii Helen then be wife to Sparta's King, 
(Is it is known the is), theſe moral laws 
Ui nature, and of nation, ſpeak alond 
To have ber back return d. Thus to perſiſt 
In doing wrong extenuates not wrong, 
But makes it much more heavy. H<Qor's opinion 
Is this in way of truth; yet ne'ertheleſs, 
My iprightly brethren, I propend to you 
In reiolutioa to keep Helen (till; 
For tis a cauſe that hath no mean dependence 
Upon our joint and ſeveral dignities, 


Troi. M hy, there you touch d the life of our deſign: 


Were it not glory that we more aſſected 

Than the performance of our having ſpleens, 

1 would not with a drop of Trcjin blaod 

Spent more in her defence, But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 

A tpur to valiant and magnan'mous GeeJs ; 
Whcie prefent courage may bcat down our foes, 
And tame, in time to come, canonite us. 
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For, I preſume, brave Hector would not loſe 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory, 
As ſmiles upon the torehead of this action, 
For the wide world's revenue, 

Hef. 1 am yours, 
You valiant offspring of great Priamus. 
have a roiſting challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and tactious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will trike amaſement to their drowly ſpirits. 
1 was advertis'd, their great General ſlept, 
Whilſt emulation in the army crept : 
This, 1 preſume, will wake him. [Exeunt, 


CS CEN Rv, 
Before Achilles's tent, in the Grecian Camp. 
Enter Therſites ſolus. 


How now, Therſites? what, loſt in the labyrinth of 
thy tury ? ſhall the elephant Ajax carry it thus? he 
beats me, and I rail at him: O worthy ſatisfaction! would 
it were otherwiſe ; that 1 could beat him whillt he rail d 
at me: stoot, III learn to conjure and raiſe devils, but 
I'll ſee foine ifſue of my ſpitetul execrations Then 
there's Achilles, a rare engineer. Il: i roy be not ta- 
ken till theſe two nndermine it, the walls will (t:n3 till 
they fall of themſelves U thou great thunder- darter of 
Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the King of God's; 
and, Mercury, lole all the ſerp-atine cratt ot thy Ca- 
duceus, if thou take uot that inte, little, les than liccle 
wit from them that they have; which thort arm'! ig- 
norance itſelt knows is 1o auundant icarce, it will not in 
circumvention deliver a fly tiom a fpider, wiiguut draws 
ing the maſſy irons and cutting the web. Aiter this, 
the vengeanc? on the whole c mp ! or cather the boae- 
ach, tor that, methinks, is the curte dependent oa thoſe 
that war for a placket. I have {aw wy prayers, and 
devil Envy ſay Amen. What ho! my Lord Achilles | 


Enter Patroclus. 


Pat. Who's there? Therſites? Good Therſites, 
come in and rail. 
Ther. It I could have emember' i a gilt counter, thou 
| 5 U 3 


% 
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c uldiſt nt have flipt out of my contemplation : but it 
is no matter, thyſelf upon thytelf! The common cut ſe 
of mankind, folly and 1gnorance, be thine in great re- 
venue! Heav'ens bleis thee from a tutor, and diſcipline 
come not near thee ! Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death; then if ſhe that lays thee out, ſays thou art 
a fair corſe, I'll be ſworn and ſworn upon t, the never 
throwded any but Lazars Amen, Whe es Achilles? 
Pat. What, art thou devout? walt thou in prayer ? 
Tir, Ay, the heav'ns hear me? 


Enter Achilles, 


Achil, Who's there? 

Patr, Therlites. my Lord. 

Achil. Where, Where? art thou come, why, my 
cheeſe, my digeſtion — why haſt thou not ſerved thy- 
ſelf up to my table, ſo many meals? Come, what's A. 

amemnon ! 

Ther, Thy commender, Achilles: then tell me, Pa- 
troclus, what's Achilles? 

Pat, Thy Lord, I herſites: then tell me, I pray 
thee, what's thyſelf ? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus: then tell me, Patro- 
clus, whit art thou? 

Pat Thou may '| tell that know'ſt, 

Achil, O tell, tell. 

Ther. I'll decline the whole queſtion, Agamemnon 
commands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord, 1 am Patro- 
clus's knower, and Patroclus is a fool. 

Pat. You raſcil 

Ther. Peace, tool. 1 have not done. 

Achil, He is a privileg'4 man Proceed, Therſites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool, Achilles js a fool, Ther- 
fites is 2 fool, and, as aforeiaid, Patroclus is a fool. 

Achbil, Derive this; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Aga- 
memncn; Therſites is a foo! to ſerve ſuch a fool; and 
Patroclus is a fool paſitive. 

Pat. Why am i a fool? 

Ther. Make that demand to thy Creator it ſuf· 
&ces ws thuy at. a 


Sc 
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Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Diomedes, Ajax, 
and Calchas. 


Look you, who comes here ? 
Achil, Fatroclus, Vil ſpeak with no body: come in 
with me, Therſites. LVxit. 
Ther, Here is ſuch patchery, ſuch juggling. and iuch 
knavery : all the argument is a cuckold 4nd a whore, 
a good quarrel to draw emul. us faction, and bleed to 
death upor: now the dry Serpigo on the ſul ject, and 
war and lechery contound all! [Exits 
Ara. Where is Achilles? 
Pat Within his tent, but ill diÞos'd, my Lord. 
ga Let it be known to him that we are here, 
He thent our meſſengers, and we lay by 
Our appertaina ents, vititiag of him: 
Let bim be told f:+, left perchance he think 
We dare nut n.ove the queition of our place, 
Or know not what we are, 
Pat. | ihall io ay to brm, [ Exit. 
Y. We lav him at the opening of his tent, 
He is not ſic k 

Ajax Ves, hon ſick, fick of a proud heart : you may 
call it melan holy, it you will tavonr tle nan; but, by 
my head, 'tis pride; but why, une - et him ew 
us the cauſe. A word, tiy Lord. | 72 +;,4memnous 

NM. What moves Aj z thus to bay at him? 

LU Achilles bath ine ed his tool trom him, 

Net Who, Tt hertites ? 

DI He. | 

Nejt. Then will jan lack matter, if he have loſt his 
argument. 0 

Us. No, you fee he is bis argument thet has his 
Argument, Ach ss. 

Ne. Ali the bauer; their tract on is ure our wiſh 
thar their factiem; but it was a ti og © uu ,t a 
fool end dituune. 

U3/ Fhe enaty chat wüdom Kuits not, foily may 
cally uatic. 
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SCENE VII. Enter Patroclus, W 


Here comes Patroclus. 
Reſt. No Achilles with him ? 
V. The elephant hath joints, but none for courteſy ; 
His legs are for neceſſity, not flexure, Kos 
Pat Achilles bids me ſay, be is much forry, 2 
If any thing more than your ſport and pleature 
Did move your greatneſs, and this noble tate, 
To call on him; be hopes it is no other, . 


But for your health and your digeſtion take ; ** 
An after dinner's breath, 9 | 

Aga. Hear you, Patroclus; gre 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers: F 
But his evaſion, wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, gan 
Cannot outfly our apprehenſions 0 | we 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon 0 
Why we aſcribe it to him; yet all his virtues "Up 


8 (Not virtuouſly on his own part beheld) 
| Do in our eyes begin to loſe their glois ; 
And, like tair iruit in an unwholeſome diſh, 


Are like to rot untalted. Go, and tell him, * 

We come to ipeak with hin; and you thall not fin, 4 

If you do fay we think him over- proud, 7 

In ſelf-aſſurption greater than in note y 

Of juiigement : fay, men worthier than himſelf * 

Here tend the lavage ſtrangeneis he puts on, Bar 

Diiguiſe the holy ſtrength of their command, | wv 

And undergo in an obierving kind hs 

His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 2 

His pettiſh lunes, his ebbs and flow» ; asl f | Vas 

The paſſage and whole carriage of this action U 

Rode on his tide. Go tell him this; aud add, Hel 

That if he over-hold his price fo much, | And 

We'll none of him; but let him, like an engine Tha 

Not po: table, lie under this report, Hol 

Bring action hither. this can't go to war. Tha! 

| A ſtirring dwart we do all!waure give, King 
| Bete e a fleeping grant; teil & wn %. And 
| Pat | thall, .d bring tis aut preſeatly, [ Exit, Ve is 
Aga. in lecund voice we Il not be jainned, =» Cry, 

4 


Exit. 


Sc. 8. Triilus and Crefſila. 299 


- 


We come to ſpeak with him. Ulyiles, enter. 
[Exit Ulyſſes, 

Aj x, What i. Le more than another? 

Aena. No more than what ke thinks he is, 

Ajax, Is be ſo much? do you not think he thinks 
h:micit a better man than lam? 

Aga. No quetlion, | 

Jux. Will you tubſcribe his thought, and ſay, be is ? 

gt No, Noble Ajix; you are a> trong. as valiant, 
25 une, no iels poble, much more gentle, a and alto 20. 
ther wore traftuab'le, 

Ajax, Why heul la man be proud? how doth pr.de 
grew ? | know nit what it is, 

Aga. Your mind is clearer, Ajax, and your virtues the 
fairer ; he that is proud eats up himelf, Pride is his 
own ela, his own trumpet, his n chrouicle; and 


whatever praiſes itielt but in the deed, devours the deed 
in the praile, 


SCENE VI. Re-enter Ulyſſes, 


Ajax, 1 do hate a proud man, as I hate the engen * 
dering of toads. 
Neft. Let he loves himſelf: is't not ſtrange? 
L. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow ? 
Aga. What's his excule ? 
Uly/. He doth rely on none; 
Rat carries on the kreaun of his diſpoſe, 
V ithout obſervance or reſpe& of any, 
In wilt-pecular, and in fe!:-admiſtion, 
ga, Why will he not, upon our fair requeſt, 
Untent his perion, and thare the air with us: 
Un. 7 hings Imall as nothing, for requzlt's ſuke only 
He makes impoktant: he's pc 2 d with greatnels, 
And fpeaks not to himſelt, but with a pride 
That quarrels at ſell-bicath. Imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood fuch twoln and hot diſcourſe, 
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters down himfelt ; what hold 1 ſay ? 
He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens ol it 
Cry, No recovery. 
Aga, Let Aj x go to him, 
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Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his tent ; 
is ſaid, he holds you well, and will be led 
At your requelt a little from himſelf, 

CH. O. Agamemnon, let it not be ſo, 
We'll confecrate the ſteps that Ajax makes, 
When they go from Achilles, Shall the proud Lord, 
71 hat baſtes his arrogance with his own ſeam, 

And never ſuffers matters of the world 

Enter his thoughts, (ſave ſuch as do revolve 

And ruminate bimſelf), ſhall he be worſhipp'd 

Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant Lord 

Mult not fo tale his palm, nobly acquir'd ; 

Nor, by my will, aſſubjugate his merit, 

5 amply titled as Achilles is}, by going to Achilles: 
hat were t' inlard his pride, already fat, 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 

With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This Lord go to him? Jupiter forbid, 

And fay in thunder, Achilles go to him! 

Neft. O, this is well, he rubs the vein of him, 

Dis. And how his ſilence drinks up this applauſe ! 

Ajax, If I go to him with my armed filt 
I'll paſh him o'er the face. 

Aga. O no, you ſhall not go. 

Ajax An' he be proud with me, I'Il pheeſe his pride; 
Let me go to him. | 

. Not for the worth that hangs apon our quarrel, 

Ajax. A paltry inſolent fellow . 

Neſt. How he deſcribes himſelf ! 

Ajax, Can he not be ſociable ? 

DUH. The raven chides blackneſs. 

Ajax, I'll let his humours blood. 

Aga. He'll be the phyſician that ſhall be the patient, 

Ajax, An' all men were o' my mind 

UO. Wit would be out of falhion, 

Ajax, He ſhould not bear it fo, he ſhould eat ſwords 
firſt - (hall pride carry it? 

Net. An 'twould, you'd carry half. 

C He would have ten ſhares. | 

Ajax. | will knead him, I'll make him ſupp 
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Neft. He is not yet through warm: force him with 
praiſes ; pour in, pour in; his ambition is dry, 
Ulyſ. My Lord, you feed too much on this diſlike, 
Neft. Our Noble General, do not do fo, 
Dio. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 
U Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harm. 
Here is a man — but 'tis before his face 
I will be ſilent. 
Neſt, Wherefore ſhould you ſo ? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is, 
Ul. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
Ajax. A whoreſon dog! that palters thus with us 
Would he were a Trojan ! 
Neft. What a vice were it in Ajax NOW=— 
US If he were proud 
Dio. Or covetous of praiſe, 
Ulz/ Ay, or ſurly born. 
Dis. Or ſtrange, or ſelf aſſected. 
Ub. Thank the heav'ns, Lord, thou art of ſweet 
compoſure ; 
Praiſe him that got thee, her that gave thee ſuck : 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam'd beyond, beyond all eru ition; 
But he that diſciplin'd thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 
And give him half ; and for thy vi 
Bull-bearing Vilo his addition yields 
To finewy Ajax; i'll not praiſe thy wiſdom, 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a thore, confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts. Here's Neſtor, 
loſt: uted by the antiquary times; 
He mult, he is, he cannot but be wiſe : 
But pardon, tather Neltor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your brain fo temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Aj:x. 
Ajax. Shall I call you father? 
DUO. Ay, my good lon. 
Die. Be rul'd by him, Lord *jax, 
Ulyſ. There is no tarry ag here; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket ; pleaſe it our great General 
To call together all his Rate of war; 
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Freſh Kings are come to 6 roy . to-morrow, friends, 
We :mult with all our main ot power tand faſt: 
And here's a Lord, come knights trom eait to weſt, 
And cull their flow'r, Aj:x thall cope the belt, 
Aga. Go we to council, let Achilles ſl ep; 
Light boats fail ſw.ft, though greater hulks draw deep. 
[ Exeunt, 


ACT kh Se 0B 2 
Paris's apartment in the palace in Troy. 
Enter Pandarus, and & Servant. | Mufic within, 


Pan. F7 Riend ! you! pray you, a word, Do not you 
tollow the young Lord Paris? 

Ser. Ay, ir. when he goes before me. 

Pan. You do depeud upon bim, I mean? 

Ser, Sir, | do depend upon the Lord, 

Pan, You do depend upon a Noble Gentleman : 1 
mult needs praiſe bim. 

Ser. The-Lord be praiſed ! 

Pan, You know me, do you not ? 

Ser, *Faith, Sir, ſuperficially, 

Pan, Friend, know me better; | am the Lord Pan- 

darus, 

Ser. I hope | {hill know your Honour better, 

Pan. I do defive it. 

Si. You are in the ſtate of grace. 

Pan Grace? not fo, friend : Honour and Lordſhip 
are my titles . 
V hat muſic is this? 

Ser, I do but partly know, Sir; it is mulic in parts, 

Pan, Know you che a, uſicians ? 

Ser. Wholely, Sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? 

Ser. To the hearers, Sr, 

Pan. At whole picaſare, friend ? 

Ser. At mine, Sir, aud theirs that love muſic. 
Pan. Commind, 1 mean, triend, 

Ser. Who thall I command, Sir? 

Pan, Friend, we underſtand not one another : Iam 


tft. 


ou 


I am 
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too courtly, and thou art too cuaning, At whoſe re- 
queſt do theſe men play? 

Ser. That's to't in lee4, Sir; marcy, Sir, at the re. 
queſt of Paris my Lor i, who's there in perſoa ; with him 
the mortal Venus, the heart - blood of beauty, love's vi- 
ſible ſoul. 

Pan, Who, my couſin Creſſida? 

Ser. No, Sir, Helen; coul you not find out that by 
her attributes ? 

Pan, It ſhonld ſeem, fellow, that thou haſt not ſezn 
the Lady Creſſida. I came to ſpeak with Paris from the 
Prince Troilus: I will make a conplimental afſault 
upon him, for my buſineſs ſeethes. 

Ser. Sodden buſineſs ! there's a ſtew'd phraſe indeed, 


SCENE II. Enter Paris and Helen, attended 


Pan. Fair be to you, my Lord, and to all this fair 
company ! fair deſires in all fair meaſure fairly guide 
them ; eſpecially to you, fair Queen, fair thoughts be 
your fair pillow ! 

Helen. Dear Lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan. You ſpeak your fair pleaſure, ſweer Queen: 
fair Prince, here is good broken malic. 

Par. You have broken it, couſin, and, by my life, 
you ſhall make it whole again; you ſhall piece it out 
with a piece of your performance. Nell, he is full of 
harmony. 

Pan. Truly, Lady, no. 

Helen. O, Sir - 

Pan. Rude, in ſooth; in good ſooth, very rude, 

Par, Well ſaid, my Lord; well, you ſay fo in fits, 

Pan. 1 have buſineſs to my Lord, dear Queen, My 
Lord, will you vouchſaſe me a word? 

Helen. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us out; we'll hear 
you fing, certainly, 

Pan. Well, ſweet Queen, you are pleaſant with me:; 
but marry thus, my Lord; —my dear Lord, and moſt 
clteemed friend, your brother Troilus —— 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus, honey-fweet Lord. 

Pan, Go to, ſweet Queen, $0 tom —— . 
Commends himſelf moſt affectionately to you, 

Vox. Vit, Ce ; 
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Helen. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody: 
If yon do, our melancholy upon your head 

Pan. Sweet Queen, ſweet Queen, that's a ſweet Queen, 
i faith 

Helen. And to make a ſweet lady ſad, is a ſour of- 
ſence. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn, that ſhall it 
not in truth, la, Nay, I care not for ſuch words, no, 
no 


Pan. And, my Lord, he deſires you, that if the King 
call ſor him at ſupper, you will make his excuſe. 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus, —— 

Pan. What ſays my ſweet Queen, my very very ſweet 
Queen ? 

Par What exploit's in hand, where ſups he to-night ? 

Helen. Nay, but my Lord, 

Pan. What ſays my ſweet Queen? my couſin will fall 
out with you, 

Helen. You muſt not know where he ſups. 

Par. I'll lay my life, with my diſpouſer Creſſida. 

Pan. No, no, no fuch matter, you are wide; come, 
your diſpouſer is fick. 

Per Well, I'll make excuſe. 

Pan, Ay, good my Lord; why ſhould you ſay, Creſ- 
ſida ? no, your poor diſpouſer's ſick, 

Par. 1 ſpy 

Pan. You ſpy, what do you ſpy ? come, give me an 
inſtrument now, ſweet Queen. 

Helen, Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you 
Have, ſweet Queen. 

Helen, She ſhall have it, my Lord, if it be not my 
Lord Paris, | : 

Pan. He? no, ſhe'll none of him, they two are 
twain, 

Helen. Falling in after falling out, may make them 

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this. I'll 
ſing you a ſong now, 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now; by my troth, ſweet 
Lord, thou haſt a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may 
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Helen. Let thy ſong be love: this love will nado us 
all, Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid! 

Pan, Love !-——ay, that it ſhall, i“ faith, 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan, In good troth, it begias fo, 


Love, love, nothing but love, ill more : 
For O, love b 

Shoots buck and doe ; 

The ſhaft confounds 

Not that it wounds, 

But tickles ftill the ſore. 

Theſe loders cry, 0h! 65! they die: 

Yet that which ſeems the wound to hill, 
Death turn, Oh! ob! to Ha, ha, be: 

So dying love lives fill. 

G hs, a while ; but ha, ha, ha; 

O hs grones out for ha, ha, ha——hey ho!Y 


Helen. In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the noſe! 

Par. lte eats nothing but doves, love; and that 
biceds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, 
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds are 
love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds? why, they are vipers ; is love 
a generation of vipers ?—— Sweet Lord, who's a field 
to-day ? 

Par, Hector. Deiphobus, Helenus, Artenor, and all 
the gallantry of Troy, I would fain have arm'd to- 
day, but my Nell would not have it ſo, ' How chance 
my brother Lroilus went not? 

Jelen. He hangs the lip at ſomething; you know 
all, Lord Pandarus, 

Pan. Not J, honey-ſweet Queen : I long to hear 
how they ſped to day, You'l. remember your brother's: 
excuſe ? 

Par, To a hair. 

Pan. Farewel, ſweet Queen. 

Helen. Commerd me to your niece. 

Pan, I will, ſweet Queen. [ Exit. Sound a retreat. 

Par. They're come trum field : let us to Priam's hall, 
To greet the warriors —Sweet Helen, 1 mutt woo you 
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To help unarm our Hector: his ſtubborn buckles, 

With theſe your white inchanting fingers touch'd, 

Shall more obey, than to theedpe of lteel, 

Or force of Greekiſh ſine ws: you ſhall do more 

Than all the iſland Kings, diſarm great Hector. 
Helen. 'T will make us proud to be his ſervant, Paris: 

Yea, what ke ſhall receive of us in duty, 

Gives us more palm in beauty than we have, 

Yea, overſhines ourſelf. 


Par, Sweet, above thought I love thee, [Exenunt., 


SCENE HI. 4n orchard to Pandarus s houſe. 
Enter Pandarus, and Troilus's man. 


Pan. —— where's thy maſter ? at my couſin Creſ- 
a's ? 
Ser, No, Sir, he prays you to conduct him thither, 


Enter Troilus. 


Pan, O, here he comes; how now, how now ? 
Froi. Sirrah, walk off. 
Pan, Have you ſeen my conſin ? 
Trei. No, Pandarus : 1 ſtalk about her door, 
Like a firange ſoul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thon my Charon, 
And give me ſwift tranſportance to thoſe fields, 
U bete I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos d for the deſerver ! O gentle Pandlarus, 
Fram Cupid's ſhoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Creſſid. 
Pan, Walk here i” th' orchard, I will bring her 
£ ſtraight. [Exit Panda us. 
Troi, I'm giddy; expectation whirls ce round. 
Th' imaginary. reliſh is ſo tweet, 
Thar it inchants my ſenſe : what will it be, 
When that the watry palate taſtes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nt ctar? death, I fear me; 
Swooning deſtruction, or ſome joy tco fine, +» 
Too fubtil-potent, and too ſharp in ſweetneſs, 
For the capacity of my rude powers; 
I fear it much, and 1 do ſear beſides, 
I hat I ſhall loſe diſtinction in a ys; 
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As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The flying enemy. 


Re-entzr Pandarus. 


Pan. She's making her ready, ſhe'll come ſtraight ; 
you mult be witty now. She does fo bluſh, and fetches 
her wind fo ſhort, as if the were fraid with a ſprite. I'll 
bring her. It is the prettieſt villain, ſhe fetches her 
breath as ſhort as a new-ta'en ſparrow. [Exit Pandarus, . 

Tri. Ev'n ſuch a paſſion doth embrace my boſome. 
My heart beats thicker than a fev'roys pulle ; 

And all my pow'rs do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like vaſſalage at unawares encountring 
The eye of Majeſty. 
SCENE IV. Eater Pandarus and Creſſi da. 


Pan. Come, come, what need you bluſh ? thame's 
a baby. Here the is now: {wear the oaths now to her, 
that you have ſworn to me. What, are you gone again? 
you mult be watch'd ere you be made tame, muit you? 
come your ways, come your ways; it you draw back» 
ward, we'll put you i' th files ** Why do you not 
ſpeak to her? Come, draw this curtain, and let's ſee 
your picture, Alas the day, how loth you are to offend 
day light? an' *twere dark, you'd, clole ſooner. So, fo, 
rub cn, and kiſs thy miltrets ; how now, a kits in fee- 
fat in? buiid there, carpenter, the air is ſweet, Nay, 
you ſhall fight your hearts out, ere | part you, The 
faulcon as tae tercel, for all the ducłs i th' river : go to, 

o to. 

a Trei. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. \\ erds pay no debts, give her deeds: but ſhe'!] - 
bereave you of dees too, it the call your activity in que · 
ſtion. What, billing again? here's, in witneis whereof ' 
the parties interchangeavly Come in, come in, 
I'll go get a fire. LExit Pandarus, . 

Gre, Will you walk in, my Lord? 

Troi. O Creſſida, how otten have I wiſh'd me thus? 

Cre. Wiſh'd, my Lord! the gods graut——O my 
Lord, 


* Alluding to the cuſtom of putting men ſuſpeted of cowardice - 
in the middle places, 2 
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Trci. What ſhould they graut? what makes this pret- 
ty abruption ? what too curious dreg eſpies my ſweet 
Lady in the fountain of our love? 

Cre. More diegs than water, it my fears have eyes. 

T+rci, Fears make devils of cherubims, they never ſee 
tru! 

Ge. Blind fear, which ſeeing reaſon leads, finds ſa- 
fer tooting than blind reaſon ſtumbling without fear, 
To fear the worſt, oft cures the worle. 

ei. O, let my Lady apprehend no fear; in all Cu- 
p'd's pageant there is preſented no monſter. 

Cre Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? 

Trci, Nothing, bur our undertakings; when we vow 
to weep ſeas, hive in fire, eat rocks, tame tygers ; think- 

ing it barger for our miſtreſs to deviſe impolition enough 
thai for us to undergo any difficulty impoſed, This is 
the monſtruoſity i in love, Lady, that the will is infinite, 
and the execution confin d; that the deſire is bound- 

leſs, and the act a ſlave to limit. 

Cre. They ſay, all lovers ſwear more performance 
than they ace able; and yet reſerve an ability that they 
never perform: vowing more than the perfection of ten, 
and diſcharging leſs than the tenth part of one. They 
that have the voice of lions, and the act of hares, are 
they not monſtrous? 

Tra, Are there ſuch? ſuch are rot we; praiſe us as 
we are taſted, allow us as we prove: our head ſhall go 
bare, till merit crown it; no perfeCtion in reverſion ſhal 
have a praile.in preſent; we will not name deſert before 
His birth, and, being born, his addition ſhall be humble; 
tew words to fair faith. I roilus ſhall be ſuch to Cret- 
ſida, as what envy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mock fore 
his truth; and what truth can ſpeak trueſt, not truer 

than Troilus, 

Cre. Will you walk io, my Lord? 


SCENE V. Enter Pandarus. 
— W hat, bluſhing full? have you not done taking 


- Well, uncle, what folly I commit, 1 dedicate to 
ay N I than kyou for that; if my Lord get a boy o 
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you, you'll give him me; be true to my Lord; if he 


flinch, chide me for it. 
Troi. You know now your hoſtages; your uncle's 
word and my firm faith. 


Pan, Nay, I'll give my word for her too: our kin · 
dred, though they be long ere they are woo'd, they are 
. conſtant, being won; they are burs, 1 can tell you, 
b they'll ſtick where they are thrown. 
Cre. Boldneſs coines to me now, and brings me heart. 
* Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day 
For many weary months. | 
Troi. Why was my Creſſid then ſo hard to win? 
v7 Cre. Hard to ſeem won: but I was won, my Lord, 
c- With the firſt glance that ever —— pardon me 
zh If 1 confeſs much, you will play the tyrant ; 
is I love you now; but not till now, ſo much 
e, But i might maſter it in faith, | lye——— 
4 My thoughts were, like unbridled children, 
Too headſtrong ſor their mother; ſee, we fools! 
ice Why have I blabd'd ? who ſhall be true to us, 
ey When we are fo unſecret to ourſelves ? | 
en, But though I lov'd you well, 1 woo'd you not; 
ey And yet, good faith, I wiſh'd myſelf a man; 
are Or that we women had mens privilege, 
Of ſpeaking firſt, Sweet, bid me hold my tongue; 
5 2s For in this rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeak 
go The thing 1 ſhall repent; ſee, ſee, your filence 
hal! {Cunning in dumbneſs) from my weakneſs draws 3 
fore My very ſoul ef countel Stop my mouth; | 
ble ; Troi. And ſhall, albeit ſweet mulic iflues thence, 1 
res- LX ing. | \ 
fore Pan. Preity, i' faith. ' 
ruer Cre. My Lord, 1 do beſeech you, pardon me ; 


*T was not my purpoſe thus to beg a kiſs. 
I am aſbam'd: -—— O heavens, what have 1 done! 
For this time will I take my leave, my Lord. 
Troi. Your leave, ſweet Creſſid? 


King Pan. Leave! an' you take leave till to-morrow morn j 
ing 
ate to Cre. Pray you, content you, 


Troi. What offends you, Lady? 
boy 0 Ce. Sir, mine on company. 
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Trei. You cannot ſhun yourſelf, 
Cre, Let me go try. 
have a kind of ſelf reſides with you: 
But an ur kind ſelf, that itſelf will leave, 
To be another's tool. Where is my wit ? 
1 would be gone. I ſpeak Il know not what. 
Tr0j, Well know they what they ſpeak, that ſpeak 
ſo wiſely, 


Cre, Perchance, my Lord, I ſhew more craft than 


And fell fo roundly to a large confeſſion [love, 
To angle for your thoughts: but you are wiſe, 
Or elſe you love not. To be wile and love, 
Exceeds man's might, and dwells with gods above. 
Troi O that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As, if it can, Iwill preſume in you), 
To feed for ay her lamp and flames of love, 
To keep her conitancy in plight and youth 
Out living beauties ontward ; with a mind 
That doth renew ſwifter than blood decays ! 
Or, that perſuaſion could but once convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you | 
Night be atfrouted with the match and weight 
Ot fuch a winnow'd*purity in love: 
How were | then uplitted ! but, alas! 
am as true as truth's ſimplicity, 
And ſimpler than the intancy of truth, 

Cre. In that I'll war with you. 

Troi. O virtuous tight ! 
When right with right wars who ſhall be moſt right. 
True ſwains in love ſhall iu the world to come 


« Approve their truths by Troilus when their chimes, . 


Full of protelt, ot oath, and big compare, 

Want tmilies: truth, tired with iteration, 

As true as ſteel, as plantage to the moon », P 
As ſun to day, as turtle to her mate. 

As iron to aamaut, as earth to tu' center: 

Yet after all compariſons ot truth, 


It was heretofore the prevailing opinion, that the production and 
growth of plan's 4.pended much upon the inituences of the moon: 
and the rules and directions given tor ſowing, planting, orafting, and 
pruning, had r<teret.ce geuerally to the changes, the mercaſe, vr 
v eining of clic moon. | 
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« As truth authentic, ever to be cited, 

* As true as Troilus, ſhall crown up the verſe, 
And ſanctify the numbers. 

Cre, Prophet may you be ! 

If L be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot itſelf, 
When water-drops have worn the (tones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion ſwallow'd cities up, 

And mighty ſtates charaQerlels are grated 

To duſty nothing; yet let memory, 

From falſe to falſe, among falſe maids in love, 
Upbraid my falichood ! when they've faid, as falſe 
As air, as water, as wird, as ſandy earth; 

As fox to lan;b, as wolf to heiter's calf ; 

Pard to the kind, or Repdarne to ker ion; 

Yea, let them ſay, to ſlick the heart of falſehood, 
As falſe as Creſſid 
Pan. Go to, a bargain made: ſeal it, ſeal it, I'll be 
the witneſs — Here 4 hold your hand; here my cou- 
fin's ; i ever you prove ſalte to one another, ſince | have 
taken luch pains to bring you together, let all pititul 
goers between be czll'd to the world's end atter my 
name; call them all Pardars ; let all inconſtaut men 
be Troilus's, all talle women Creſſida's, aud all bra; 
kers between Pandars. Say, Amen. 

Tra, men ! 

Cre, Amen! 

Pan. Amen ! Whereupon ! will ſhew you a bed- 
chamber ; which bed, becauie it thall not ſpeak ol your 
pretty encounters, piels it to death: away. 
and Cupid grant all tongue ty d inaidens here, 

Bed, chamber, aud Pandar to provide this geer ! 
[ Exeurt, 


SCENE VI. Changes ts the Grecian camp. 


Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Diomed es, Neſtor, Ajax, 
Menclaus, ang Calchas. 


Cal. Now, Princes, for the ſervice I have done you, 
Th' advantage ot the time prompts me aloud 
To call tor recompence : appear it to you, 


That, through the fight 1 beat in things to came, 
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I have abandon'd Troy, left my on, 
Incurr'd a traitor's name, {xp ny ici, 
From certain and noffety'd conveniences, 
To doubttul fortuws quer from all 
That tin e, arquaniiiinee, cviton;, azad condition, 
Made tame and mott ta iar to my nature; 
And here, to do you {ervice, am become 
As new into the world, ſtrange, unacquainted : 
I do belcech you, as in way of talte, 
To give we now a little benefit, 
Ou: of thoſe many regiſtted in promiſe, 
VW hich, you ſay, live to come in my behalf. 
Aga. What wouldlt thou of us, Trojan? make de- 
mand. 
Cal. You have a Trojan priſoner, call'd Antenor, 
Yeſterday took: Troy holes hica very dear 
Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore) 
Deſir d my Creſſid in rightegreat exchange, 
Whom TI roy hath (till deny d: but this Antenor, 
I know, is ſuch a wrelt in their affairs, 
That their negotiations all mult flack, 
Wanting his manage; and they will almoſt 
Give us a prince o th' blood, a ſon of Priam, 
In change of him, Let him be ſent, great Princes, 
And he 1hill buy my daughter: and her prefence 
Shall quite flrike off all fervice 1 have done, 
In moit accepted pay. 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Crefli4 hither : Calchas ſhall have 
What he requeſts of us. Good Diomede, 
Furnith you fairly for this interchange ;_ 
Withal bring word, if Hector will to-morrow 
be anſwer'd in his challenge Ajax is ready. 
Dio. This ſhall 1 undertake, and 'tis a burthen 
Which I am proud to bear. 


SCENE vn. 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before their tent, 


LJ. Achilles ſtands i' th? entrance of his tent, 
Pleaſe it our General to paſs ſtrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot; and, Priuces all, 
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Lay negligent and oote regard upon him. 

| will come laſt; tis like he'll queſtion me. 

Why ſuch unplauſive eyes are dent on him, 

If io, I have deciſion medicinable 

To uſe between your ſtrangeneſs and his pride, 

Which his own will ſhll have deſice to drink. 

It may do good. Price hath no other glaſs 

To ſhew itlelf, but pride; for ſupple knees 

Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees, 
Ha. We'll, gxecute your purpoſe, and put on 

A form of ſtrangeneſs as we pals along ; 

So Co each Lord; and either greet him not, 

Or elſe diſdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more 

J han if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 
Achil. What, comes he General to ſpeak with me? | 

You know my mind. Pll fight no more 'gainit Troy. F 
Aga. Whar ſays Achilles ? would he aught with us? | 
Neft. Would you, my Lord, aught with the General? 
Achil. No. 
Neft. Nothing, my Lord. 
Aga. The better. 
Achil. Good day, good day. | | 1 
Men, How do you? how do you? 
Achil What, does the cuckold ſcorn me ? 
Ajax, How now, Patroclus ? 
Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 


Ajax. Ha? 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. [Exeunt, 

Acbil. What mean theſe fellows? know they not 
Achilles ? 


Pat. They paſs by ſtrangely : they were us'd to bend, 
To ſend their ſmiles before them to Achilles, 


To come as humbly as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 
Achil. What, am I poor of late ? 
* *'Tis certain, Greatneſs once fall'n out with Forture, 
« Muſt fall out with men too: what the declin'd is, 
* He fhall as ſoon read in the eyes of others, 
* As feel in his own fall: for men, like butterflies, 
* Shew not their mealy wings but to the ſummer ; 
* And not a wan, for being fimply man, 
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* Hath honour, but is honour'd by thoſe honours 
© That are without him; as place, riches, favour, 
* Prizes of accident as oft as merit: 
Which, when they fall, (as being ſlipp'ry ſanders), 
The love that lean'd on them, as ſlipp'ry too, 
© Doth one pluck down another, and together 
© Die in the fall. But tis not fo with me: 
Fortune and I are friends; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that 1 did poſſeſs, 
Save theſe mens looks; who do, methicks, find out 
Something in me not worth that rich beholding, 
As they have often giv'n. Here is Ulyſſes. 
I'll interrupt his reading. Now, Ulyſſes ? 
CI Now, Thetis' fon ! 
Achil. What are you reading ? 
DUH. A ſtrange fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearly ever parted “, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection; 
As when his virtues ſhining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the firſt giver, 
Achil. This is not ſtrange, Ulyſſes, 
The beauty that is born here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commend; irſelf 
To others eyes: nor doth the eye itſelf 
(That molt pure an £ ſenſe) — itfelf 
Not going from itſelf ; eyes oppos' 
ae other with each other's form. 
For ſpeculation turns not to itſelf, 
Till it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
Where it may ſee its ſelf ; this is not ſtrange. 
Th. 1 do not ſtrain at the poſition, 
It is familiar ; but the author's drift ; 
Who, in his circumſtance, expreſsly proves 
Thar no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Tho? in and cf him there is much conſiſting), 
Till he communicate bis parts to others ; | 
Nor doth he of himſelf know them for aught, 
a“ how exquiſively Geer his virtues be died and balanced 
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Till he behold them ſormed in th' applauſe 
V here they're extended; which, like an arch, rever- 
The voice again; or, like a gate of ſteel [ b'rates 
Fronting the fun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. 1 was much rapt in this, 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax 
Heavn's l what a man is there? a very horſe, 
That has he knows not what, Nature! what thin 
Moſt abject in regard, and dear ia uſe? [there are, 
What things again molt dear in the eſteem, | 
And poor in worth ? now ſhall we ſee to-morrow 
An act, that very chance doth throw upon him: 
Ajax renown'd ! O heav'ns, what ſome men do, 
While ſome men leave to do! 
How ſome men ſleep in ſkittiſh fortune's hall, 
While others play the ideots in her eyes; 
How one man eats into another's pride, 
V\ hile pride is ſeaſting in his wantonneſs! 
To ſee theſe Grecian Lords! why ev'n alr 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the ſhoulder. 
As if his foot were on brave HeQor's breaſt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking. 

Achil. This 1 do believe; 
For they paſs'd by me, as miſers do by beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look. 
What! are my deeds forgot ? 

Uh. Time hath, my Lord, a wallet at his back, 
* Wherein he puts alms for oblivion : 
(A great-ſiz d monſter of ingratitade), 
© Thoſe ſcraps are good deeds palt, which are devour'd 
As faſt as they are made, forgot as ſoon 
* As Cone: perſeverance keeps honour bright : 

To have done, is to hang quite out of faſhion, 
Like ruſty mail in monumental mockery, 

For Honour travels in a ſtreight ſo narrow, 
* Where one but goes abreaſt; keep then the path; 
For emulation hath a thouſand ſoas, 

That one by one purſue ; if you give way, 
* Or turn aſide from the direct torth-right, 

Like to an entred tide, they all ruſh by, 

And leave you hindermoſt; and there you lie, 

Vor. VII. D d | 
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* Like to a gallant horſe fall'n in firſt rank, 
% For pavement to the abject rear, o'er-run 
% And trampled on: then what they do in preſent, 
„% Tho' lefs than your's in.paſt, mult o'ertop your's, 
For time is like a faſhionable hoſt, 
© That lightly ſhakes his parting gueſt by th' hand; 
* But with his arms outſtretch'd, as he would fly, 
© Graips in the comer : Welcome ever ſmiles, 
And Farewel goes out ſighing. O, let not virtue ſeek 
* Remuneration for the thing it was; 
% For beauty, wit, high birth, deſert in ſervice, 
„ Love, friendſhip, charity, are ſubjects all 
To envious and calumniating Time. 
„One touch of nature makes the whole world kin; 
H Thatall, with one conſent, praiſe new-born gawds, 
% Tho' they are made and moulded of things paſt ; 
And give to dult that is a little gilt, 
% More land than they will give to gold o'er-duſted : 
<< The preſent eye praiſes the preſent object. 
Then marvel not, thou great and compleat man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worſhip Ajax; 
Since things in motion ſooner catch the eye, 
Than what not ſtirs. The cry went once for thee; 
And till it might, and yet it may again, 
If thou would'ſ not intomb thyſelt alive, 
And caſe thy reputation in thy tent; 
Whoſe glorious deeds, but in theſe fields of late, 
Made emulous miſſions ® mongſt the gods themſelves, 
And drave t Mars to faction. 

Achil. Ot my privacy * 
1 have ſtrong reaſons. 

DU. *Gainit your privacy 
The reaſons are more potent and heroical, 
»Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 

Achil. Ha! known ! 

LU. Is that a wonder? 
The providence that's in a watchful ſtate, 
Knows almoſt every grain of Pluto's gold ; 
Finds bottom in th' uncomprehenſive deep; 
Keeps place with thought ; and almoſt, like the gods, 


* miſſions, for diviſiens, i. e. goings out on cne ſide and the other. 
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Does ev'n our thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles, 
There is a myſtery, (with which relation 

Durſt never meddle) in the foul of ſtate; 

W hich hath an operation more divine, 

Than breath or pen can give expreſſure to. | 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 

As perfectly is ours, as your's, my Lord. 

And better would it fit Achilles much, 

To throw down Hector, than Polyxena. 

hut it mult grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
When fame hall in his iflaod found her trump, 

And all the Greekiſh girls ſhall tripping ſiog, 

Great Hector's ſiſter did Achilles win; 

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 
Farewel, my Lord——1, as your lover, ſpeak; * 
The fool flides o'er the ice that you ſhould break. ¶ Exit 


Pat. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you; 
A woman impudent and manith grown, 
Is not more loth'd than an effeminate man 
In time of act. ſtand condemn'd for this; 
They think, my little ſtomach to the war, 
And your great love to me, reſtrains you. thus, 
* Sweet, rouſe yourſelf ; and the weak wanton Cupid 
* Shall from your neck unlooſe his am'rous fold ; 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
* Be ſhook to air; 
chil. Shall Ajaz-fight with Hector 
Pat. Ay, and perhaps receive much honour by him. 
Achil. I ſee my reputation is at ſtake; 
My fame is ſhrewdly gor'd, 
Pat. O then beware : 
Thoſe wounds heal ill that men do give themſelves :- 


Omiſſion to do what is neceſſary, 


Seals a commiſſion to a blank of danger; 
And danger, like an ague, ſubtly taints 
Even then when we ſit idly in the ſun. 
Achil. Go call 1 hei ſites hither, ſweet Patroclus: 
Vil ſend the fool to Ajax, and defire him 
T” invite the Trcjan Lords, after the combat, 
Jo. ſce us here una m'd. 7 have a voman's longing, 
D d 2 | 
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An appetite that 1 am Gck withal, 

To lee great Hector in the weeds of peace; 
To talk with him, and to bahold his viſage. 
Ev'u to my full of view A labour ſav d! 


EE 3 RS *© Euter | hecſites, 


Ther. A wonder! 

chil, What? 

Tier. Ajax goes up and down the field, aſking far 
himſelf. 

Achil. How fo ? 

Ther, He muſt fight fingly to morrow with Hector, 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an keroical cudgelling, 
that he raves in ſaying nothing. 

Achil, How can that be? 

Ther. Why, he ſtalks up and down like a. peacock, 
a ſtride and a ſtand; ruminates like an hoſteſs, that hath 
no arithmetic but her brain to ſet down her reckoning ; 
bites his lip with a politic regard, as who ſhould ſay, 
there were wit in his head, if t woa'd out; and fo there 
is, but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint, which 
will not {hew without knocking. The man's undone 
fo: ever: for if Hector break not his neck i' th' combat, 
he it break't kimielt ia vain glory, He knows not me: 
L laid, Good inorrow, j x; aud he replied, Thick, 
Agamemnon. What thick you of this man, that tikgs 
me for the General? he's crown a very lani-hly, 
language-leſs a monſter, ** A flague cf opinion ! a 
„ man may wear it on both files, like a leather jui kn, 

Achil. Thou mult be my ambaffador to him, Ther- 
mes. 

Ther, Who, I? why, he'll anſwer no body; he 
profeſſes not anſwering; ſpeaking is for beggars ; he 
wears. his tongue in's arms. I will put on his preſenca; 
let Patroclus make his demands to me, you U ſee the 
pageant of A]. x. 

Achil. To bim, Patroclus— tell him, I hem':ly de- 
ſire the valiant ajax, to invite the molt valourous Hector 
to come uiarm'd to my tent, an to procure l: con» 
duct for his perion of the ma; na imous and moit i- 
Uricus, fix or feven times honour'd, Captain Genet: 
et che Grecian army, Agamemuor, Ce. Vo this, 
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Pat, Jove bleſs great Ajax ! 
Ther. Hum 
Pat. I come from the worthy Achilles. 
Ther Ha! 


Pat. Who moſt bumbly deſires you to invite Nector 


to his tent, 
Ther. Hum 


Pat. And to procure ſafe conduR from Agamemnoas. 


Ther. Agamemnon! 

Pat. Ay, my Lord. 

Ther, Ha! 

Pat. What ſay you to't ? 

Ther. God be wi' you, with all my heart. 

Pat. Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock 


it will go one way or other; howſoever, he ihall pay for 


me ere he has me. 
Pat. Your anſwer, Sir. 
Ther. Fare ye well, with all my heart, 
Achil, Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 
7 her. No, but he's out o' tune thus. What muſic will 


be in him, when Hector has knock d out his brains, i. 


know not. But, lam ſure, none; unleſs the fidler 
Apollo get his ſine ws to make catlings on. 
Achil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a letter to him ſtraight, 


Ther. Let me carry another to his horſe; for that's - 


the more capable creature, 
Achlil. My mind is troubled like a fountain ftirr'd, 
And 1 myſelf ſee not the bottom ot it. [ Exit. 
Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, tbat I might water an aſs at it! 1 had rather be 


a tick in a ſheep, than ſuch a valiant ignorance, [Exc, 


2868 1 „ $ G EN E 1 
A ftireet in Troy, 


Enter at one door Rneas with a torch; at anether Pari, 


Deiphobus, Antenor, anda Diomedes, with torches, 


Par. OGEE, ho! who is that there? 
Dei. It is the Lord Xnecas..- 
Dd 3. 
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Hue. Is the Prince there in perſon ? 
Had I io good occalion to he long, 
As yon, Prince Paris, nonght but heav'nly buſieſs 
Should rob my hed-mzere of my company. 


Di. That's my mind too. Good morrow, Lord * 
Eneas. ö 
Par A valiaat Oreck, Aneas; take his hand; Tr 
Witneſs the proceſs of yoltr ſpeech, wherein Th 
Yon told, how Diomed 2 whole weck, by days, | 
Did haunt you in the ficld. Th 
Hue. Health to yon, valant Sir, vw 
Dming all queſtion “ of the gentle tiuce : 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance- | 


As heart can think, or courage execute. 
Dis The one and th' other Diomede embraces, 

Our bloods are now in calm, and fo long, health; 

Bat when contention and oceaſion meet, 

ty Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy lite, 

With all my force, purſuit, and policy. 

Ene, And thou ſhall hunt a lion that will fly 

With his face backward, —— In humane gentleneſs, 

Welcome to Troy—— Now, by Anchites' life, 

Welcome indeed !—by Venus” hand | ſwear, 

No man alive can love, in ſuch a ſort, 

The thing be means to kill wore excellently 
Dis. We ſympathize Jove, let Aneas live- 

(If to my {word his fate be not the glory) 

A thouſand compleat courſes of the un: 

But in mine emulous houour let him die, 

With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow, 

Kue. We know each other well. 
Dis. We do; and long to know each other worſe, 
Par. This is the molt deſpightful, gentle greeting; 

The nobleit, bateful love, that c'er I heard ot. 

What buſinefs, Lord, fo eacly ? 
Exe, 1 was feut ſor to the King; but why, I know nor, 
Par, His purpoſe meets you; 'twas to bring this 

To Calchas' houte, and there to render him [Greek 

(For the intreed Antenor) the fair Creſſid. 

Let's have your company; or, if you pleaſe, 

Nallte thee before. 1 conſtantly do thank, 


9 geten, for ferce, virtue, 
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(Or rather call my thought a certain knovleJge), 
My brother Troilus ToJzes there to nigh, 


' Rouſe him, and cive him note of our approach, 


With the whole quality whereot 1 fear 
We ſhall be much unwelcome, 
Are ; hat aiſure you, 
Troijus ha rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Then Creſiid borne from Troy. 
Par, There is no help; 
The bitter diſpoſition of the time 
Will have it fo. On, Lord, we'll follow you, 
ue. Good morrow all, [ Exit, 
Par And tell me, Noble Diomede; tell me true, 
Ev n in the ſoul of good ſound fellowſhip, 
V ho in your thoughts merits fair Helen moſt ? 
Myſ:It or Menclaus ? 
Dis. Both alike. 
He merits well to have her, that doth ſeek her, 
(Not making any ſeruple of her ſoilure), 
With ſuch a hell of pain and world of charge. 
And you as well to keep her, that detend her 
(Not palating the taſte of her diſhonour) 
With ſuch a coitly loſs of wealth and friends. 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece“; 
You, like a lecher, out of whorith loius 
Are pleas d to breed out your inheritors; 
Both merits pois d, each weighs no leſs nor more, 
But he as he, which heavier for a whore, 
Par. You are tco bitter to your countrywoman. 
Dio. She's bitter to her country. Hear me, Paris, 
For ev'ry falſe drop in her baudy veins 
A Grecian's life hath ſunk ; for every ſeruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weighr, 
A Trojan hath been fliin, Since ſhe could ſpeak, 
She hath not ziv'n ſo many good words breath, 
As, for her, Greeks and Trojans ſuſfer'd death. 
Par, Fair Diomede, you do as chagmen do, 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you deſire to buy: 
But we in ſilence hold this virtue well; 


i e. apiece of wine out of which the fy: it is all fon. 
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Well rot commend what ve intend not fell. 
Here lies our way, [Excunt, 


SCENE I, Changes io Pandarus's houſe, 
Enter Troilus and Creſſida. 


Troi. Dear, trouble not yourſelf ; the morn is cold. 

Cre. Then, ſweet my Lord, I'll call my uncle down: 
He ſhall unbolt the gates, 

Troi. Trouble him not 
To bed, io bed ſleep ſeal thoſe pretty eyes, 
And give as ſoſt attachment to thy ſenſes, 
As infants empty of all thought | 

Cre. Good morrow then, 

Tre. | pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cre. Are you a weary of me? 

Troi. O Creſſida! but that the buſy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, has rous'd the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, . 
1 would not from thee. 

Cre. Night hath been too brief. 

Trot. ** Beſhrew the witch! with venomous weights 

ſhe ſtays, . 

« Tedious as hell ; but flies the graſps of love, 
„With wings more momentary ſwift than thought: 
Yeu will catch cold, and curſe me. 

Cre. Pr'ythee, tarry—you men will never tarry—— 
O fooliſh Creſſida— l might have (till held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark, there's one up, 

Pan, [within,)] What! all the doors open here? 

Tri, It is your uncle. 


Enter Pandarus. 


Cre. A peſtilence on bim! now will he be mocking ; 
1 ſhall have ſuch a life——— | 

Pan, How now, how now; how go maiJenheads ? 
Hear you, maid; where's my couſin Creflida ? 

Cre. Go hang yourſelf, you naughty mocking uncle: 
You bring me to do and then you flout me too. 

Pan. Todo what? to do what? let her ſay, what 
What have 1 brought you to do? | 
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Cre, Come, come, beſhree your heart; you'll never 
be good, nor i others 

Van. Ha, ha! v pour wretch ; a poor Capocchia,- 
hat not ſlept to-ninat' would be not (a naughty man) 
let it Iesp? a bugbear ute him! Cue knocks, 

Cr, Dil not t tl pou —'would he were knock d 
o th' head !—= who's that at door! — good uncle, go, 
and ee! — m Lord, come. ou again into my cham- 
ber; — you Haile and mock ing, as it I meant naughtily, 

Tri. Hit, ha 

Cre, Come, you are deceived, I think of no fuch 

thuig. 

How carnetity hey bnock pray you, come in. [ Knock, 
1 wovld not tor halt Troy have you feen here. | Exeunt, 

Pan Who's chere? what'sthe matter? will you beat 
doun the door? how now 2? what's che matter? 


SCENE UI. Enter neas. 


Alge. Good worrow, Lord, good morrow, 

Pin. Who's chere? my Lord Aneas? by my troth, 
1 knew you not; what news with you ſo eariy ? 

ue. ls not Prince | rotlus here? 

Pon Here! what ſhould he do here? 

Me. Come, be is Eere, my Lord, do not Ceny him, 

w Ch ig pot hi much to ſpeak with me, 

Pun, is he Bete, iay yuu? 'tis more than 1 know, 
Fil be fut; for my own part, I caiue in late: what 
ſtould he do here? | 

Fre. Fho l——nay, then: — come, come, you'll 
do kim wrong ere hne aware: you il be io true io 
lim, to bs fallc to him: do rot you know of Lim. Luc 
yet go fetch kim hither, go. { As Landatus i ping ont, 


Enter Troilus. 


Tr:i, How now ? what's the matter? 
Aire. My Lord, I ſcarce have lcitue to ſalute you, 
My matter is lo rah: there 1s at hand 
Pai is your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomede, and our Antenor 
Deliver d to us; ud tor kin terthwith, 
Fre the fit ſacrifice, within is hour, 
We n. ul give Up to Diomedes haud 
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The Lady Creſſida. 
Troi. Is it concluded fo ? 
ne. By Priam, and the general ſtate of T 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it, We 
Trei. How my atchievements mock me 
I will go meet them; and (my Lord Zneas) 
We met by chance, you did not find me here, 
Ane. Good, good, my Lord; the ſecreteſt of natures 
Have not more gift in taciturnity, LExcunt. 


SCENE IV. Enter Creſſida to Pandarus. 


Pan. 1s't poſſible ? no ſooner got, but loſt : the devil 
take Antenor! the young Prince will go mad: a plague 
upon Antenor ! I would they had broke's neck 

Cre. How now ? what's the matter ? who was here ? 

Pan. Ah, ah! 

Cre. Why ſigh you fo profoundly ? where's my Lord? 

e ! tell me, ſweet uncle, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth as l am 
above ! 

Cre. O the gods! what's the matter ? 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in; would thou hadſt ne'er 
been born: I knew thou would'ſt be his death. O poor 
gentleman ! a plague upon Antenor { 

Cre. Good uncle, I beſeech you on my knees, I be- 
ſeech you, what's the matter? | 

Pan, Thou mult be gone, wench, thou muſt be gone: 
thou art charg'd for Antenor ; thou muſt ga to thy fa 
ther, and be gone from Troilus : 'twill be his death: 
*twill be his bane ; he cannot bear it. 

Cre, O you immortal gods! 1 will not go. 

Pan. Thou muſt, | 

Cre. 1 will not, uncle : I've forgot my father, 

1 know no touch of conſanguinity : 

No kin, no love, no blood, no ſoul ſo near me, 

As the ſweet Troilus. O you gos divine ! 

Make Creſſid's name the very crown of ſalſe hood, 

If ever the leave I roilus. 
Do to this body what extremes you can; 

But the ſtrong baſe and building of my love 

Is as ihe very centre of the earth, 

Drawing all to it, — I'll go and weep, oo. 


Time, Force, and Death, - 
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Pan. Do, do. 
Cre. Tear my bright hair, and ſcratch my praiſed 


cheeks 
Crack my clear voice with ſobs, and break my heart 
With ſounding Troilus. I'll not go from Troy. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Before Pandarui's houſe, 


Enter Paris, Troilus, Eneas, Deiphobus, Antenor, and 
Diomedes, 
Par. It is morning, and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes faſt upon us : good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what ſhe is to do, 
And haſte her to the purpoſe. 
Troi. Walk into her houſe : 


mm bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 


And to his hand when I deliver her, 

Think it an a'tar, and thy brother | roilus 

A prielt, there offering to it his heart. 
Par. I know what tis to love; 

And would. as I ſhall pity, I could help! 

Pleaſe you, walk in, my Lords. 


SCENE VI, An apartment in Pandarus's hauſe+ 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 


Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cre Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine, full. perſect that 1 taſte, 
And in its ſenſe is no leſs itrong than that 
Which cauſetly it. How can 1 moderate it? 
If I could temporize with my affection, 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying droſs: 


Enter Troilus. 


No more my grief, in ſuch a precious loſs. 
Pan. Here, here, here he comes, —a, ſweet duck !— 
Cre. O Troilus, Troilus! 


[Exeunt. 
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Pan What a pair of ſpectacles is here! let me em - 
brace too: 
Ch heart, (as the goodly ſaying is), 
G heart, © heary heart, 
Why figh'ft thou without breoking ? 
where he aniwers again; 
Becauſe thou can not eaſe thy ſmart, 
By friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking. 
ere was never a truer rbime, Let us caſt away 
* nothing, for we may live to have need of ſuch a 
% yerſe; "ws ſee it, we fee it, How now, lambs ? 
Troi. Creſſid, I love thee in ſo ſtrange a purity, 
That the bleis'd gods, as angry with my fancy, 
(More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities), take thee from me. 
Cre. Have the gods envy ? 
Pan. Ay, ay, tis too plain a caſe. 
Cre. And is it true that I muſt go from Troy ? 
Trei. A hateful truth! 
Cre. What, and from Troilus too? 
Troi. From Troy, and Troilus, 
Cre. ls it poſſible? 
Troi. And ſuddenly : while injury of chance 
Puts back leave · taking, juſtles roughly by 
All time of pauſe, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forciby prevents 
Our lock'd embraces, ſtrangles our dear vows, 
Ev'n in the birth of our own labouring breath, 
We two, that with ſo many thouſand highs 
F.ach other bought, muſt poorly ſell ourſelves 
With the rude brevity and diſcharge of one. 
Injurious Time now, with a ondher” s haſte, 
Crams his rich thiev'ry up, he knows not how, 
As maay farewels as be ſtars in heaven, 
With diſtinct breath and confign'd kiſſes to them, 
He fumbles up all in one looſe adieu; 
And ſcants us with a fingle famith'd kits, 
Diſtaſted with the ſalt ot brokea tears. 
ne. [within,] My Lord, is the lady ready? 
Troi. liark ! you are call'd, Some ſay, the Genius ſo 
Cries, Come, to him that inſtantly mull die. 
Bid them have patience ; ſhe thail come anon. 
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Pan, Where are my tears ? raio, to lay this wind, or 
my heart will be blowa up by the root. [Exit Pandarus, 
Cre, | muſt then to the Grectans ? 
Troi. No remedy, 
Cre. A woeful Creſſid mongſt the merry Greek: ! 
Whea ſhall we ſee again ? 
Trci. Here me, my love ; be thou but true of heart— 
Cre. | true! how now? what wicked deem is this? 
Tri. Nay, we mult uſe expoitulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us: 
I ſpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 
For | will throw my glove to Dꝛath himſelf, 
That there's no maculation in thy heart ; 
But he thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 
My ſequent proteſtation: be thou true, 
Ani will ſee thee, 
Cre. O, you ſhall be epo“ d. my Lord, to 2angers 
As infinite as imininent: bat I'll be true, 
Tre. A os it grow friend with danger. Wear this 
ve. 
Cre. And you this glove, When ſh1ll I fee you? 
Troi. I will corrupt the Grecian centinels 
To give thee nightly viſitation, 
But yet be true. 
Cre, O heav'ns! be trve, azein? 
 Troi. Hear, why I ſpeak it, love: 
The Grecian youths are full of ſubtle qualities, 
They're loving, well compos'd, with gitts of nature 
Flowing, and ſwelling o'er with arts and exerciſe ; 
How novelties may move, and parts with perſon mo 
Alas, a kind of godly jealouſy | 
(Which, | beſeech you, call a virtuous ſia) 
Makes me afraid, | 1 
Cre. O heav'ns, you love me not! 
Trai. Die Ia villain then 
In this I do not call your faith in queſtion 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot ling, 
Nor heel the high lavolt; nor ſweeten talk; 
Nor play at ſubtle games; fair virtues all, 
To which the Grecians are molt prompt and pregnant, 
But | can tell, that in each grace of theſe 
There lurks a ſtill and dumb-diſcourſive devil, 


Vor. VII. E e 


n 


Name Creſſid, and thy life ſhall be as ſaſe 
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That tempts moſt cunningly; but be not tempted. 
Cre, Do you think 1 will ? 
Troi. No. 
But ſomething may be done that we will not : 
And ſometimes we are devils to ourſelves, 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 


Preſuming on their changeſul potency. Le 
ue. [within.] Nay, good my — Ti 
Trai, Come, kils, and 0 t us part. 11 
Paris, [ within.) Brother Troilus, ——— A 
Troi. Good brother, come you hither, Sh 

And bring Zneas and the Grecian with you. 0 


Cre. My Lord, will you be true ? 

Trii. Who 1? alas, it is my vice, my fault, 
W bile others ſiſh, with craft, for great opinion; 
I, with great truth, catch mere ſimplicity. 
While ſome with cunning gild their copper-crowns, 


With truth and plainnefs I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth; the moral of my wit 5 Th 
Is plain and true, there's all the reach of it. Th 

s EN E vn. a 


Enter Aneas, Paris, and Diomedes. 


Welcome, Sir Diomede ; here is the lady, 
Whom for Antenor we deliver you. 

At the port (Lord) ll give ber to thy hand, 
And by the way poſſeſs thee what the is. 
Intreat her fair; and, by my foul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thou ſtand at mercy of my ſword, 


As Priam is in Ilion. 
Dis.“ Lady Creſſid, 
So pleaſe you, ſave the thanks this Prince expects: 
The luſtre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads you fair uſage; and to Diomede 
You ſhall be miſtreſs, and command him wholly, 
Troi. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteoully, 
To thame the zeal of my petition towards thee, 
By prailing her. I tell thee, Lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-ſoaring o'er thy praiſes, 
As thou unworthy to be call'd her ſervant. 


Illy, 
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F charge thee, ule her well, even for my charge: 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doſt not, 
(Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard), 
I'll cut thy throat, 
Dise. Oh, be not mov'd, Prince Troilus. 
Let me be privileg'd by my place and meſſage, 
To be a ſpeaker free, When 1 am hence, 
I'll anſwer to my liſt: and know, my Lord, 
I'll nothing do on charge : to her own worth 
She ſhall be priz'd : but that you ſay, Be't fo ; 
I'll peak it in my ſpirit and honour ——No, 
Trei. Come, to the port —— l tell thee, Diomede, 
This brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy head. 
Lady, give me your hand—and, as we walk, 
To our own ſelves bend we our needful talk, 


[Sound trumpet. 
Par. Hark, Hector's trumpet ! 
ue. How have we ſpent this morning? 
The Prince muſt think me tardy and remiſs, 
That ſwore to ride before him in the field. 
Par. = Troilus fault. Come, come, to field with 
im. 
Dio. Let me make ready ſtrait. 
Ene. Yea, with a bridegroom's freſh alacrity 
Jet us addreſs to tend on Hector's heels: 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On bis fair worth and fingle chivalry, [ Exeunt.. 


SCENE Vn. Changes to the Grecian camp. 


Enter Ajax armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, 
Menelaus, Ulyfles, Neſtor, &c. 


Aga. Here art thou in appointment freſh and fair, 
Anticipating rime with ſtarting courage. 
Give with thy trumpet a lond note to Troy, 


Thou dreadful Ajax, that th' appalled air 


May pierce the head of the great combatant, 
And bale him thither. | 
Ajax. Trumpet, there's my purſe ; 
Now crack thy lungs, and ſplit thy brazen pipe; 
Blow, villain, till thy ſphered bias cheek 
Uut-iwell the cholic of puff d Aquilon ; 
Ee 2 
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25. No trun pet anſwers. 

Ackil. Tis but ear'y day. ' 

Aga. Is not yond Diomede with Calchas' da 

 U}/. *Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate; 
He riſes on his toe; that ſpirit of his 

la aſpiration lifts him from the earth. 


Enter Diomede, with Creſſida. 


Aga. Ts this the Lady Creſſida? 
Dio Fv'n ſhe. 


Aga Volt dearly welcome to the Creeks, ſweet 
* 


— wet Lady. 
Nen. Our General doth ſalute you with a kiſs. 
Vet is the kindneſs but particular; 
?T were better ſhe were kifs'd in genera}. 
Neſt. And very courtly counſcl: II begin. 
So much for Neſtor. 
Achil. I'II rake that winter from your Fps, fair Lady: 
Act.illes t ias y..u welcome, 
Men, I had geod awgument fea king once. 
1 But th-t's no argument for killing now: 
For thus pop'd Paris in his har din ent, 
And parte d, ibus, you and your argument. 
U. O deadty gall. and theme cf all our ſcorns, 
Fo- which we loſe our heads to gild his horns! 
Pat. T he firſt was Menciaus ki this mine 
Pairo lus kiſſes cu. 
Nien. O, ui is trim, 
Pat. Pris and ] kiſs evermore f. r him, 
en I have my kiſs, Sir: Lacy, by your leave 
Cre, In kiflirg do you render or receive ? 
P it. Both take and give. 6 
Cre. I'll wake my maich to give, 
The kits you take is better than you give; 
- "I kerefere no kiſs . 
Mer. III give you tnot, I'll give you three ſor one. 
Cre. Yow are an odd nan, give even, or give none. 
en. An odd n.an, Lady? every man is odd. 
Cre, No, Pars is not; tor you knuw, die uac 
11 at you we ocd, and he iseven ahh you, 
Mes. You fi lip me o' ih heed. 
Cre. No, I'll be we n. 
Lu were non atch, your rail ageinſt his hom 5 


Act 4 


Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and let by eyes ſpout blood x 
7 hou blow'ſt for Hector, | [Trumpet Sounds, 


ughter ? 
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Dio. Lady, a word—1'll bring you to your father. 
[ Diomede /cads out Creſſida. 
UG. Fie, fie upon her 
There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip: 
Nay, her foot ſpeaks ; her wanton ſpirits look out 
At every joint, and motive þ of her body: 
Oh, theſe encounterers! So glib of tongue, 
They give a coaſting welcome ere it comes; 
And wide unclaſp the tables of their thoughts 
To every tickliſh reader: ſet them down 
For ſluttiſh ſpoils of Opportunity, 
And daughters of the Game. [Trumpet within; 


Enter Hector, Paris, Troilus, Znzas, Helenus, and 
Attendants. 


All. The Trojans' trumpet ! 
Aga. Yonder comes the troop. 
K. Hail, all che ate of Greece ! what ſhall be - 

done 

To him that victory commands? or do you purpoſe, 

A victor ſhall be known ? will you, the Knights 

Shall to the edge of all extremity 

Purſue each other, or ſhall be divided 

By any voice, or order of the field? 

Hector bade aſk. - 

a. Which way would Hector have it? 
Ane. He cares not; he'll obey conditions, 
Achil. 'Tis done like Hector, but ſecurely done, 

A little proudly, and great deal miſprizing 

T he Knight oppos d. | 
Ene. If not Achilles, Sir, 

What is your name? 


May I, ſweet Lady, beg a kiſs of Jou? 
Cre. You may. | 
U I 6o defive it, 
ber we: beg then. 8 
. Wu then, for Venus“ ſike, me a 1 
When Helen is a maid again, and 82 __ 
Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when is due, 
UM. Never's my day, and then a kiſs of you. 
Nel. A woman of quick ſenſe 
Dio. Lady, a word, Cc. 


+ mutive for mation, - Eez 
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eli if not Achilles, nothing. | 
Ene. Therefore, Achilles : but whate'er, know this; 

In the extremity of great and I'ttle 

Valour and pri ie parcel themſelves in Hector; 

The one almoſt as infinite as all, 

IJ he other blank a- nothing ; weigh him well; 

And chet which looks like pride, is courteſy, 

] liis Ajax is halt made of Hector's blood, 

in love whereof, half Hector ſtays at home; 

}zlf heart, half hand, half Hector, come to ſeek 

1 his blended Knight, half Trejan and half Greek, 
£chil A maiden battie then? O, I perceive you. 


Re-ertcr Diomede. 


Aga Here is Sir Diomede: go, gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Ajax; as you and Lord Æneas 
Cunfent upon the order of the fight, 
So he it; either to the uttermoſt, 
Or elle a breath, The combarants, being kin. 
Half ſtints their rife before their ſtrokes begia, 
C They are eppos'd already. 
vun. What T1cjan is that ſame that looks ſo heavy : 
Ul). The youngeſt ſon of Priam, a true Knight; 
Not yet mature, yet inatchie's; firm of word; 
* Speaking in deeds, and deedleis in his tengue; 
« Not ſoon prevok'd, not, being prove k'd, ſoon calm'd; 
lis heart and hand both open, and both free; 
„For what he has, be gives; what thinks, he fhews ; 
*« Yet gives he nor, till Judgement guide his bounty; 
% Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath : 
Manly as Hector, but more dar.gerous ; 
For Ilector in his blaze of wrath fublcribes 
To tender of j is; but he th heat of ion 
})s a ore vindicat ve than jealous love. 
Ibdey call him 7 railzr, and on him erect 
A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus ſays Aneas, one that knows the youth 
Feen to his inches; and with private fon], 
Did in breat tion thus tranſlate him to me. 
[ AHarum. HeQtor rwe 4jax fight: 
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Az». They are in action. 
N:ft. Now, Aj wn, hol thine own. 
Toi. Hector, thou ſleep'ſt, awake thee, 
Aga. His blows are well diſpos'd ; there, Ajax. 
(Trumpet: ceaſe, 
Dis You mult no more, 
ne, Princes, enough, fo pleaſe you, 
Ajax. 1 am not warm yet, let us fight again. 
Dio. As HeAor pleaſes. 
Hef, Why then, will 1 no more. 
Thou art, great Lord, my father's ſiſter's ſon ; 
A couſin- german to great Priam's ſeed, 
The obligation of cur blood forbids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain, 
Were thy cemmixtion Greek and Trojan fo, 
That thou cculd'ſt ſay, T his hand is Greciaa al, 
And this is Trojan ; the finews of this leg | 
All Greek, and this all Troy; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek and this finifter 
Bounds in my fire's : by Jove czuldipotent, 
Thou ſhoulJ'ſt not bear from me a Greekiſh member, 
W herein my ſword had mt impreſſure made 
Of our rank feud : but the jiit gods painſay, 
That any drop tho borrew'ſt from thy-mother, 
My facr:d aunt, thonld ty wy mortal ſword 
Be drain'd ! Let mie embrace thee, Ajax. 
By him that thunders, thon haſt luſty arms, 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus. 
Couſin, all hond ut to thee( ᷑ — 
Ajax, I thank thee, Hector! 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man. 
came to kill thee, couſin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 
Hed. Not Neoptolemus's fire iraſcihle, 
(On whoſe bright creſt, Fame, with ber loud'ht O yer, 
Cries, This is be), could promiſe to bimſelf 
A thought of added honour torn trom Hector. 


Enz. There is expectance here from both the ſides, 
What further you will do, 


Hect. We'll autwer it, 
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The iſſue is embracement. Ajax, farewel. 

Ajax. If 1 might in intreaties find ſucceſs, 
(As ſeld 1 have the chance), I would detire 
My tamous coulin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. 'Tis Agamemaon's wiſh, and great Achilles 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

Hef, Æneas, call my brother Troilus to me; 
And lignify this loving interview 
To the expectors of our Trojan part. 
Deſire them home. Give me thy hand, my couſin. 
1 will go cat with thee, and ſee your Kaights. 


Agamemnon and the reſt of the Greeks. 6:me forward. 
Ajax. Great, Agamemnon-comes to meet us here. 


Hed?. The worthieſt of them tell me name by name: 


But for Achilles, mine own ſearching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly ſize. 
Aga. Worthy ot arms! as welcome, as to one 
That would be rid of fuch an enemy; 
But that's no welcome: underſtand more clear, 
What's paſt and what's to come, is ſtrew'd with huſks 
And ſormleſs ruin of oblivion, 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias drawing, 
Bids thee with moſt divine integrity, 

From heart of very heart, Great Hector, welcome. 
Hed. I thank * moſt imperious Agamemnon. 
Aga. My well fam'd Lord of Troy, no leſs to you. 

[To Troilus. 
Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting; 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hicher. 
Hef. Whom mult we anſwer ? 
Exe. The noble Menclaus. 
Hect. O —you, my Lord—by Mars his gauntlet, 


Mock not, that I affect th' untraded oath; thanks. 


Your guondam wife ſwears till by Venus' glove, 

She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, Sir, ſhe's a deadly theme, 
Hed. O, pardon—— ! offeud. | 

ei. * | have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft, 

* Labouring for deſtiny, make cruel way [ thee, 

* Through ranks of Greekiſh youth; and 1 have ſeen 


a 
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As bat as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygian ſteed. 

« Braveiy deſpiting forteits and ſubduements, 

« When thou haſt hung thy advarc'd ſword i' th air, 
Not letting it ſecline on the declin'd ; 

* That | have ſaid unto my ſtanders- by. 

10, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ? 

And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy breath, 
V\ hen that a ring ot Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 
Like an Olyrep:an wreliling, This I've ſeen. 

But this thy countenance, (till lock'd in Reel, 

I never jaw till now. I knew thy grandfire, 

And once ſought with him; he was a ſoldier good. 
But by great Mars, the captain of us all, 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents, 

Fre. lis the old Neſtor. 

Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That haſt io long walk'd hand in hand with time. 
xioſt reverend Neſtor, 1 am glad to claſp thee. 

N. 1 would my arms could match thee in conten- 
As they contend with thee in cout teſy. { tion, 
Tet, I would they could. 


AN. By this White beard, I'd Gght with thee to- 
morrow. | 
Well, velceme, welcome; l have ſeen the time 
U/;y. t wonder row how y. der city flands, 
V hen we have here the baic and pillar by us. 

Hed. In your favour, Loi d Ul ſis, well. 
Ah, dir, there s many a Creek and '] rojan dead, 
dince fait ! {aw yourtelt and Diomede 
In ilion, on four Greekiſh embally, 

. Sir, I tone told you then what would enſue. 
* y prophecy is Lut halt Bis journey yet: 


Fer zonder walls, that pertly front your town, 


Yond towers, whole wantun tcps do buſs che clouds, 
Mult kiis their own teet, 


Het. lu uſt uot bel. eve you, 
There they ſtand yet; and mocellly I think, 
J he tall ot every Phkrygian ſtone will coſt 
A viop of Grecian blood; the end crowns all; 
And that vid common #1 biiraicr, I ime, 
V ill oue day end it. 


| 
| 
| 
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TD. So to him we leave it. 
Moſt gentle and moſt valiant Hector, welcome; 
After the General, I beſeech you next 
To teaſt with me, and ſee me at my tent, 

Achil. I ſhall foreſtal thee, Lord Ulyfles ; — thou 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 

I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint, 

Hed. Is this Achilles? 

Achil. I am Achilles. 

Hed. Stand fair, I pr'chee, let me look on thee. 

Achil, Behold thy fill. 

Hef, Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief. I will the ſecond time, 
As | would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb. 

He. O, like a book of ſport thon'lt read me o'er : 
But there's more in me than thou underſtand'ſt. 

Why doſt thou ſo oppreſs me with thine eye? 

Achil, Tell me, you heav'ns, in which part of his 
Shall 1 deſtroy him ? whether there, or-there, [body 
That I may give the local wound a name, 

And make diltin& the very breach, whereovnt 
Hector's great ſpirit flew. Anſwer me, heav'ns ! 

Hed. It would d:ſcredit the bleis'd gods, proud man, 
Fo anſwer fuch a queſtion : ſtand again. 
Think'ſt thou to catch my lite fo pleaſantly, 

As to prenominate, in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead! 

Achi!, | tell thee, yea, 

Hed, Wert thou the oracle to tell me fo, 

I'd not believe thee : henceforth guard thee well, 

For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 
But, by the forge that ſtythied Mars his helm, 

I' kill thee every where, yea, o'er and oer... 
You wiſeſt Grecians, parcon me this brag, 

His inſolence draws folly from my lips; 

But I'll endeavour deeds to march thete words, 

Or may I never : 

Hjax, Do not chaſe thee, couſin ; 

And you, Achilles, let thele threats alone, 


I ill accident or purpoſe bring you to't. 


You may have ev'ry day enough of Hector. 
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1f you have ſtomach. The general ſtate, I fear, 
Can ſcarce intieat you to be at odds with him. 
Hed. | pray you, let us fee you in the feld: 
We have had pelting wars ſince you refus'd 
The Grecians“ cauſe, 
Achil, Doſt thou intreat me, Hector? 
To-morrow do | meet thee, fell as death ; 
To night, all friends. 
Hed. Thy hand upon that match. 
Aga. Firſt, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent, 
There in the full convive you ; afterwards, 
As Hector s leiſure and your bounties ſhall 
Concur together, ſeverally intreat him 
To taſte your bounties: let the trumpets blow, 
That this great ſoldĩet may his welcome know. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE X. Manent Troilvs and Ulyſſes, 


Troi. My Lord Ulyſſes, tell me, I beſeech you, 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 
D At Menelauy tent, moſt princely Troilus ; 
There Diomede doth fealt with him to night : 
Who neither looks on heav'n, nor on the earth, 
But pives all gaze and bent of am'rous view 
On the fair Creſſid. | 
Troi. Shall I, ſweet Lord, be bound to thee ſo much, 
After you part from Agamemnon's tent, 
To bring me thither ? 
Ulf. You ſhall command me, Sir; 
As gently tell me, of what honour was 
1 his Creſſida in roy; had ſhe no lover there, 
That wails her abſence ? | 
Troi. O Sir, to juch as boaſting ſhew their ſcars, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, wy Lord ? 
She was belov*'d, the lov'd; the is, and doth : 
But flill ſweet love is food for Fortune's tooth, [Exeunt, 


a CT VYV,. SoSUBNMR L 
Before Achilles's tent, in the Grecian camp. 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 


Acbil. 1 heat his blood with Greekiſh wine to-night, 
Which with my ſcimitar I'll cool to morrow. 
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Patroclus, Jet us feaſt him to the height. 
Pat, Here comes T herſites. 


Enter Therſites. 


Achil. How now, thou core of envy ? 

Thou cruſty batch of Nature, what's the news? 
Ter. M by, thou picture of what thou feem'ſt, and 
idol of idiot- worſhippers, here's a letter for thee.) 

Achil, From whence, fragment ? 

Ther, Why, thou full diſh of fool, from Troy. 

Pat. Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The ſurgeon's box, or the patient's wound . 

Pat. Well ſaid, Adverſity; and what need theſe 

tricks ? 8 

Ther. Tr'ythee. be filent, boy, 1 profit not by thy 
talk; thou art thought to be Achilles's male varlet. 

Pat. Male varlet, you rogue? what's that? 

Ther, Why, his maſculine whore. Now, the rotten 
diſeaſes of the ſouth, guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o gravel i' th back, lethargies, cold palſies, raw 
eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of 
impoſthume. ſciatica's, lime-kilns i* th' palm, incurable 
bone-ach, and the rivell's tee-{imple of the tetter, take 
and take again ſuch prepoſterous dilcoveries. 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of eavy, thou, what 
meaneſt thou to curſe thus? 

Ther, Do I curſe thee ? 

Pat. Why, no, you ruinous butt, you whoreſon in- 
diſtinguiſhable care 

Ther. No? why art thou then exaſperate, thou idle 
immaterial ſkein of ſley d ſilk, thou green larcenet flap 
for a ſore eye, thou taſſel of a prodigal's purſe, thou? 
Ah, bow the poor world is peſter'd with ſuch water- 
flies, diminutives of nuture. 

Pat. Out, gall. 

Ther. Finch-egg ! . 

Achil. My ſweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpoſe in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba, 

A token from her daughter, my tair love f. 

In this anſwer Therſites only quibbles upon the word text, 

+ This is a circumſtance taken from the ſtory be ok of the 
deſtruftions of Troy. | 
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Both taxing me, and gag ing me to keep 
An oath that | have fworn, I will not break it; 
Fall Greek, fail fam, honour or go or itay, 
My major vow lies here; this I'll obey. 
Come, come, Therſites, help to trim my tent, 
This night in banqueting muſt ail be ſpent. 
Away, Patroclus. [Exeunt Achil. and Pat. 
Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, theſe 
two may run mad: but if with too much brain, and too 
little blood, they do, I'll be a curer of ma:lmen, Here's 
Agamemnon, an honeſt fellow enough, and one that 
loves quails * ; but he bath not fo much braia as ear- 
wax; and the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, 
his brother, the bull, the primitive ſtatue, and obzlitk 
memorial of cuckolds ; a thrifty thooing-horn in a chain, 
hanging at his brother's leg; to what form, but that he 
is, ſhould wit larded with malice, and malice forced 
with it, turn him? to an afs were nothing, he is bot! 
als and ox; to an ox were nothing, he is both ox and 
aſs; to be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a 
lizard, an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, 1 
would not care: but to be Menelaus, | would conſpire 
againſt deſtiny, Aſk me not what I would be, if I were 
not Therſites; for I care not to be the louſe of a lazar, 
ſo 1 were not Menelaus 
Heyday, ſpirits and fires. 


SCENE 0 


Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyſſes. 
Neſtor, and Diomede, with lights, 


Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax. No, yonder 'tis ; there where we ſee the light, 
Hef. I trouble you, 

Aja. No not a whit, 


Enter Achilles. 


DU. Here comes himſelf to guide you. 

Achil. Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, Princes all. 

Aga. So, now, fair Prince of Troy, | bid good night. 

Meaning war ton womea; quails being of ſo hot a conttidu ier 
that it is a proverb among the French, Chand cmme une ci. aud 
Des cailles <&ſſees, is an expreſſion uſed by Rabclais, * 

Vor. VII. Fi 
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Ajax commands the guard to tend on 
Hed. bm oy and good night, to the Greeks” Ge- 
nera 
Men. Good night, my Lord. 
Hed. Good night, ſweet Lord Menelaus. 
Ther. Sweet draught—— ſweet, quoth a——ſweet 
fink, ſweet ſewer. 
Achil Good night, and welcome, both at once, to 
That go or tarry, : [thuſe 
Aga Good night. 
Achil, Old Neſtor tarries, and you too, Diomede, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 
Dio. 1 cannot, Lord, 1 have important buſineſs, 
The tide whereof is now; good night, great Hector. 
Hed, Give me your band. 
UH Follow his torch, he goes to Calchas“ tent: 
I'll keep you company, [To Troilus, 
Troi. Sweet Sir, you honour me, 
Heck. And fo good night. 
Actil. Come, come, enter my tent. LExeunt. 
Ther, T hat ſame Diomede's a falſe-hearted rogue, a 
-moſt unjuſt knave : I will no more truſt him .when he 
Jeers, than | will a ſerpent when he hiſſes: he will ſpend 
his m ath and promiſe, like Brabler the hound ; but 
when he performs, aſtronomers foretel it, that it is pro- 
digious, there will come ſome — 2 the ſun borrows 
of the moon when Diomede keeps his word. I will ra- 
2 leave to ſee Hector, than not to dog him: they ſay, 
he keeps a Trojan drab, and uſes the traitor Calchas 
his tent. Il] after Nothing but * all in- 
continent varlets. i [ Exit. 


SCENE III. Changes to Calchasi tent, 
Enter Diomede. 


Dio. What are you up here, bo? ſpeak. 

Ca? . [within.) Who calls! | 

Dio. Diomede ; Calchas I think; where's your 
daughter ? 

Lal. [within } She comes to you. 
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Enter Troilus and Ulyſſes, after them Therſites. 
UF. Stand where the torch may not diſcover us. 


Enter Creſſida. 


Trei. Creſſida come forth to him? 

Dio. How now, my charge? 

Cre Now, my ſweet guardian; hark, a wora with 
you. [WWriſpers. 

Tr. Yea, ſo familiar? 

UH. She will ſing to any man at firſt ſight, 

Ther. And any man may ſing to her, it be can take 


her cliff. She's noted. 


Dis, Will you remember ? 
Cre. Remember? yes. 
Dio Nay, but do then; and let your mind be cou · 


pled with your words. 


Trei, M hat ſhould ſhe remember ? 

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to ſolly. 

Ther. Roguery 

Dio. Nay, then 

Cre. I'll tell you what. 

Dio. Pho! pho! come, tell a pin, you are a for 
ſworn 

Cre, In faich, I can't : what would you have me do? 

Ther, \ juggling trick, to be ſecretly open, 

Dis. What g14 you ſwear you would beitow on me? 

Cre, I pr ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 


Bid me do any thing but that, ſu ect Greek, 


Dis. Gogd night, 

Troi. Hold, patience -v 
. How now, Trajan? 

Cre. Diomede, | 
Dis, No, no, good night: I'll be your ſool no more, 
Troi. | hy better muit, 

Cre. Hark, one word in your ear. 

Tri, O plague and madneſs ! 

UH. You are mov'd, Prince; let us depart, 1 pray 


Leſt jour diſpleaſure would enlarge itlelf Jyou. 
To wrathful terms; this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly : 1 beleech you zo. 
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Tres. Behold, I proy you ——— 

UA. Goo) my Lord, go off: 
You Hy to great diſtcucton : come, my Lord. 

Tri, | vr ythee, ltay, 

Uhl. You have not patience z come. 

Tre. p ay you ſtay ; by hell, and by hell's torments, 
] will not ipeak a word. 

Dis. and fo good night. 

Cre. Nay, but you part in anger? ? 

Troi, Doth that grieve thee? O wither'd truth | 

LH. Why, how now, Lord ? 

Tr, By Jove, I will be patient. 

Cre. Guardian, — why Greek————— 

Dio Pho, pho, adieu! you palter. 

Cre. In ſaith 1 do not: come hither once again. 

. You ſhake, my Lord, at — ; will yon 
You will break out? [go ? 

T 101i. She ſtrokes his cheek ————— 

US. Come, come. 

Troi, Nay, lay; by Jove, I will not ſpeak a wad. 
T here is between my wili and all offences 
A gnard of patience : ſtay a little while. 

Ther. low the devil luxury with his fat rump and 
pt tato finger tickles theſe together! fry, Iechery, try !— 

Dio. But will you then? 

Cre. in faith I will, la; never truſt me ele. 

Dio. Give me ſome token tor the ſure'y ol it, 


Cre. I'll tetch you one. Fail. 


Ai. You have ſworn patience. 
Tres. Fear me not, tweet Lord, 
} will not be myſelf, nor have cognition . 
Of what 1 teel ; 1 am all paticnce. 


SCENE Iv. Re enter Crefila, 


Ther. Now the pledge; now, now, now. 
Cre, Here, Liomede, keep this ſleeve. 
Troi ho beauty! where's thy taith ? 
Tre 8 will be patient, outwardly, I will. 
Cre. You look upon that ſleeve; behold it well. 


He lov'd me: — 0 falie weach !-——G:v't me again. 


Dis. Whoſe was't ? : 
Cre, It is uo matter, now I have't again. 


Fl 


To 


. 


un. 


Se. 4 Troilus and Creſida. 343 


will not meet with you to-morrow night: 

1 pr ythee, Diomede, viſit me no more. 

Ther. Now lke ſhirpens : well ſaid, whetſtone, 
Dio, | ſhall have it. 

Cre, What, this ? 

Dio, Ay, that, 

Cre. O all ye gods !——0 pretty, pretty pledge; 

Thy maſter now lies thinking in his bed | 

Of thee and me, and ſighs, and takes my glove, 

And gives memorial dainty k:fles to it: 

As I kiſs thee, [Diomedes ſnatches the ſlecve. 

Nay, do not ſnatch it from me: 

He that takes that, mult take my heart withal. 
Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it. 
Trei. I did ſwear patience, 

Cre. You ſhall not have it, Diomede : faith, you 

I'll give you ſomething elſe. [ſhall not: 
Dio. I will have this: whoſe was it? 

Cre, Tis no matter, 
Dio. Come, tell me whoſe it was! 
Cre, Twas one that lov'd me better than you will. 

But, now you have it, take it, 

Dio. Whoſe was it? 
Cre. By all Diana's waiting-women yonder “, 


And by herſelf, I will not tell you whole. 


Dio, To-morrow will I wear it on my helm, 
And grieve his ſpirit that dares not challe ige it. 
Troi. Wert thou the devil, and wor'lt it on thy horn, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. 
Cre. Well, well, tis done, tis paſt; and yet it is 
1 will not keep my word. [not — }- 
Dio. Why then, tarewel. 
Thou never ſhalt mock Diomede again. 
Cre. You thall not go; one cannot ſpeak a word. 
But it ſtraight ſtarts you. 
Dis. I do not like this tooling. 
7 ber. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you, 


pleaſes me belt, 


Dis. What, ſhall I come? the hour? 
Cre. Ay, come: —O Jove! do, come: 
I ſhall be plagued. e ; 
Do. Fare wel till then. | LFxit. 
i. e. the ſtars which ſhe points to 
Ff3 
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Cre. Cool night : I pr'ythee come. 


Tro:i:u5, tarewei z one eye yet locks on thee, 
Kut with my heart the other che doth ſee. 
Ah, poor our fex! this fault in us 1 find, 
The error of cur eye dicects our mind. 
What error leads, muſt err: O then conclude, 

Minds ſway A by eyes ate fu! of turpitude, [Exx. 


r 


Ther. à proof of ſtrength ſhe could not pulliſk more; 
Unletis the ſay, My mind is now turu'd whore, 
N Alls done, any Lord. 
Troi It is. 
Mbp Ray we then? 
Troi. To make a recordation to my ſoul, 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke: 
But if | tell how theſe two did cu- act, 
Shall I not lye in publiſhing a truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 
An efperauce fo obſtinately ſtrong, i 
That doth invert thy? attelt of eyes and ears; 
As if thoſe org ins had deceptious functious, 
Created only to ca!umniate. 
Was Cre here? 
UF) 1 cannot conjure, Trajan. 
Troi. She was not, ſure. 
Uh. Moſt ture ſhe was, 
Toi. M hy, my negation hath no taſte of madneſs. 
LVH. Nor mine, my Lord: Creſiid was here but now. 
Troi. Let it not be belicv'd for womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers; do not give advantage 
To ſtubborn critics, apt, without a theme 
For depravation, to iquare all the ſex 
By Creſuds rule. Rather think this not Ereſſid. 
Uh} What hath ſhe done, Prince, that can foil our 
mothers ? 
Troi. Nothing at all, unleſs that this was ſhe. 
Tier, Will he ſwagger himſelf out of his own eyes? 
Trei This ſhe? no, this is Diomede's Creſſida. 
H beauty have a foul, this is not the: 
If fouls guide vows, it vows are ſandimony, 
1; mudthnony be the go!s' delight, 
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H there be rule in unity itſelf, 

This is not ſhe. O madneſs ct diſcourſe! 

J hat cauſe ſets up with and againit thyſel!! 
Bi-fold authority ! Mere reaſem can revolt 
Without perdition, and lots * aſſume ail reaſon 
Without revolt. This is, and is not Crethi4, 
Within my foul there Goth commence a fight 


Of this ſtrange nature, that a thing infeparate 


Divides far wider than the {ky and earth 
And yet the ſpacious breadth of this diviſion 
Admits no orifice lor a point, as ſubtle. 
As flight Arachne's broken wock to enter. 
Inſtance, O inſtance, ſtrong as Pluto's gates! 
Creſſid is mine, tied with the bonds of Heav'n ; 
Inſtauce, O inſtance, ſtrong as heav's itſelt! 
The bonds of heav'n are ſ:pp'd, diffolv'd, ani locs'd ; 
And with another knot five · fager · tied, 
The fractions of her ſaith, or ts of her love, 
The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and grealy relics 
Of her o'er eaten faith, are bound to Diomede. 
Th. Nay worthy lrvilus be halt attach'd 
With that which here his pathon does expreſs ? 

Trai. Ay, Greek, and that ſhall be divulged wel, 
In characters, as ied as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus ne er did young maa fancy 
With ſo eternal, and fo fix'd a ou. 
Hark, Greek, as much as I do Creflid love, 
So much by weight hate 1 her Diomede. 
That n: eve is mine that he'lt bear in his helm : 
Were it a caſk compos'd by Vulcan's {kill, 
My iword ſhiould bite it: not the dreadful ſpout 
W bich ſhipmen do the hurricano call, 
Conltring'd in mals by the almighty ſun, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his deicent, than ſhall my proampted ſword 
Falling on Diomede. | 

Ther, He'll tickle it for his concupy. 

Troj, O Creſſid ! O falſe Creſſid! falſe, falſe, falſe 1 
Let all untruths ſtand by thy ſtained name, 
And they'll icem glorious. 


* perdil:an and loſi are both uſed in the very ſame ſenſe, and that 
an odd one, to lign'ty S id. 
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U. O. contain yourſelf: 


Your paſſion draws ears hither, 
Enter Kneas. 6 
Aue. I have been ſeeking you this hour, my Lord. ” 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy. 
Ajax, your guard, ſtays to conduct you home. T 
Troi. Have with you, Prince; my courtecus Lord, Fi 
Farewel, revo'ted fair: and, Diomede, [adieu, A 


Stand faſt, and wear a caſtle on thy head ! 


U. Ul bring you to the gates. B 

Troi. Accept diſtracted thanks. 1 
j [Exennt Troilus, Eneas, and Ulyſſes. 

. Ther. Would 1 could meet that rogue Diomede, I * 
{ would croak like a raven: I would bode, I would bode. L 
; Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of H 
bi this whore : the parrot will do no more for an almond, 

T than he for a commodious drab: lechery, lechery, {till 11 
Wars and lechery, nothing elſe holds faſhion. A burn · 

I ing devil take them ! a LExit. 

4 SCENE VI Changes to the palace of Trey. 

l Enter HeQor and Andromache, 5 
1 And. When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper d, A 
|: To ſtop his ears againit admonithment ? VU 
$ Vnarm, unarm, ard do not fight to-day. 1: 
. Hect. Lou train me to offend you; get you gone. 

+ By all the everlaſting gods, I'll go. V 
" And. My dreams will, ſure, prove ominous to- day. 

N Hed. No more, I Iay. 

„ Enter Caſſandra. "Je 1 
Caſ. Where is my brother Hector? * 

. And. Here, ſiſter, arm d, and bloody in intent: 

5 Conſort with me in loud and dear petition ; 

ql Purſue we him on knees; for i have dream'd 

5 Of bloody turbuleuce; and this whole night 

q Hath nothing been but ſhapes and forms ot ſlaughter. I. 
Ca/ O, 'tis true. | At 
| Hect. Ho! bid my trumpet ſound. * 


Caſ. No notes ot tally, for the heav'ns, ſweet brother. N 
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Hed. Be gone, I ſay : the gods have heard me ſwear, 
Caf. ** The gods are deaf to hot and peeviſh vows; 
„ They are polluted ofering<, more abhorr'd 
„% Than ſpotted livers in the ſacrifice, 
And. O! be perſuaded, do not count it holy 
To hurt by being juſt; it were as lawful 
For us to count we give what's gain'd by theſts, 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 
Caf. it is the purpoſe chat makes ſtrong the vow. 
But vows to every purpoſe mult not hold: 
Unarm, tweet lector. 
J. Held ou ell, 1 ſay; 
Mir e hot our keeps the weather of my fate; 
Liie every man holds dear, but the brave man 
Holds hondur tar more precious - dear than life, 


Enter Troilus. 


How now, roung man; mean'ſt thou to fight to-day ? 
And, Caſtandra, call my father to per iuade. 
[ Exit Caſſandra. 
Hed. No, faith, young Troilus; colt thy harneſs, 
Jam to Gay Y th' vein of chivalty : [youlh : 
Let grow thy finews till their knots be ſtrong, 
And tempt net yet the Lruſhes of the war. 
Uu m thre, go; aud doubt thou not, brave boy, 
In itand to day for thee and me, aud Troy. 
Trei. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you; 
Which berter fits 4 hon than a man. 
Het. What vice is that? good Trœilus, chice me 
for it, 
T1:i, ken many times the caitift *® Grecians tall, 
Ev'u in the fan and wind of your tar lud, 
Yeu bid them rite, and live. 
Het. O, (tis tair play. 
7 ri. Fouls play, by heaven, Hector. 
Hed, How now? how now? 
7. Fer love ol all the gods, 
Let s leave the hermit Pity with our mothers; 
And when we have our armotr buckled ou, 
1 ke venom d vetyeance ide upon our iwords, 
Spur them to ruetul work, reid them from ruih, 


* { 6. diltully Cre. ins. 
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Hed. Fie, ſavage, fie! 
oe Hector, thus tis in wars. 
ect. Troilus, I would not have ht to-day, 
Tr:i. Who ſhould with-hold me 18 18 
Not tate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
Their eyes o'er-galled with recourſe of tears o 
Nor you, my brother, with your true ſword drawn 
Oppos'd to hinder me, ſhould itop my way, 
Bat by my ruin, 


SCENE VI. Enter Praim and Caſſandra, 


Caſ. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faſt : 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou loſe thy ſtay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
Fall all rogether. 
. Priam. Hector, come, go back: 
Thy wife bath dream'd; thy mother hath had viſions ; 
Caſſand-:a doth foreſee: and I my ſelf 
Am, like a prophet, ſuddenly enrapt 
To tell thee, that this day is ominous : 
Therefore come back. | 
Hed. Aneas is a · field, 
And I do ſtand engag'd to many Greeks, 
Ev'n in the faith of valour, to appear 
'This morning to them 
Priam, But thou ſhalt not go. 
Hed, I muſt not break my taith : 
You know me dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not ſhame reſpe& ; but give me leave 
To take that courſe by your conſent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam. 
Caf. O, Piiam, yield not to him. 
And. Do not, dear father. 
Hef. Andromache, I am offended with you. 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in, [Exit And. 
Troi, This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious girl 
Makes all theſe bodements. 
Caſ. O tarewel, dear llector: 
Look how thou dielt ; look how thy eyes turn pale! 


. e. tears that conticue to courſe one another down the face. 
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Look how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 

Hark, how Troy rors; how Hecuva cries out; 

How poor Andromache fhrills her dolour forth! 

Behold, diſtraction, trenzy, and amazement, 

Like witleſs antics, one another meet, 

And all cry, Hector, HeQor's dead! O Hector 

9 Trois. Away! Away 1 — 
Caf. Farewel: yet, ſoft: Hector, I take my leave; 

Thou doſt thyſelf and all our Troy deccive Exit. 
Hed. You are amaz'd, my Liege, at her exclaim; 

Go in and cheer the town, we'll forth and fight; 

Do deeds worth praiſe, and tell you them at night, 
Priam. Farewel : the gods with ſafety ſtand about 


thee! [ Alarum. 
Troi. They're at it, hark: prond Diomede, believe, 


1 come to loſe my arm, or win my ſleeve. 


SCENE VIII. Enter Pandarus, 


Pan, Do you hear, my Lord, do you hear ? 
Troi, What now? 


Pan. Here's a letter come from yond poor girl. 

Troi. Let me read. 

Pan, A whoreſon ptiſic, a whoreſon raſcally ptiſic ſo 
troubles me: and the foolich fortune of this girl, and 
what one thing and what another, that I ſhall leave you 
one o' theſe days; and 1 have a rheum in mine eyes too, 
and ſuch an ach in my bones, that unleſs a man were 
curs'd, I cannot tell what to think ont. What ſays the 
there? 


Troi, Words, words, mere words; no matter from 
the heart: 

Th' effect doth operate another way, [Tearing the letter. 

Go, wind to wind; there turn and chan 


My love with words and errors ſt- Il the feeds; 
Bat edifies another with her deeds. 


Pan Why, but hear you 
Troi. Hence, brothel-lacquey ! ignominy and ſhame 
Purſue thy life, and live ay with thy name ! [Exeunt. 


„ 


Changes to the field between Trey and the camp. 
[ Alarum.] Enter Therſites, 


Ther, Now they are clapper · cla wing one another, il 
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go lock on. That diſſembling abomiaable varlet, Dio- 
mede, his got that ſame ſcurvy, doating, fooliſh young 
knave's ſleeve of Troy, there, in his helm. 1 would 
fain ſee them meet; that, that fame young Trojan als, 
that loves the whore there, might iend that Greek. th 
whoremaſter villain, with the fleeve, back to the dit- 
ſembling luxurious drab, of à fleeveleſs errant, O th 
other ſide, the policy of thoſe craity ſneering raſcals, 
that ſtale old mouſe eaten dry cheeſe Neſtor, and that 
ſane dog-fox Ulyſſes, is not prov'd worth a black-berry. 
They ſet me up in policy that mongril cur Ajax. 
againſt that dog of as bad a kind Achilles. And now 
is the cur Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, and will 
not arm to-day : whereupon the Grecians begin to pro- 
claim barbariſm, and policy grows into an ill opinion. 
Eater Diomede and Troilus. 
Soft—here comes fleeve, and t other. ; 
Troi. Fly not; for thould'it thou take the river Styr, 
I woul4 ſwim after. 
Dis. Thou doſt miſcal Retire : 


I] do not fly; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds ol multitude, 


Have at thee ! { They ge off fighting. 
Ther, Hold thy whore, Grecian ; now tor thy whore, 


Trojan. now the fleeve, now the ſleeve, now the fleeve! 


BY 7% £9 Te Oh * Enter Hector. 


Hef. What art thou, Greek ? art thou for Hector? 
Art thon of blood aud honour ! [match ? 

Ther, Na, no: I ama raſcal; a ſcurvy railing knave ; 
a very filthy rogue. 


Hef. Ido believe thee — live. LExit. 


Tier. God o' mercy, that thou wilt believe me; bur 
a plague break thy neck for frighting me! What's be- 
come of the wenching rogues? I think they have ſwal- 
lowed one another. I would laugh at that miracle 


Jet, in a ſort, lechery eats itſelf: I'll ſeek them. [Exi's 
Enter Diomede and Servants, 


Dis. Go, 20, my ſervant, take thou Troilus' horſe, 
Pretent the fair ſeed to my Lady Creſlid : | 
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Fellow, commend my ſervice to her beauty : 
Tell her, I have chaltis'41 the amorous Trojan, 
An4 am her knight by proof. 
Ser. | go, my Lord. [Exit Ser. 
SCENE XI. Enter Agamemnon, 


Aga. Renew, renew : the fierce Polydamas 
Hath beat down Menon : baſtard Margarelon “ 
Hath Ooreus priſoner | 
And ſtands Coloſſus wiſe, waving his beam 
Upon the paſhed cories of the Kings, 
Epiltropus and vdius, Polyxenus is flain ; 
Amphimachus and Thoas deadly hurt; 
Patroclus ta'en or flain, and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruis'd ; the dreaitui ſa ittary {+ 
Appals our numbers : haite we, Diomede, 

To reinlorcement, or we perith all. 


Enter Neſtor, 


Neſt. Go bear Patroclus' body to Achilles, 

And bid the ſnail-pac'd Ajax arm for {hame, 
There are a thouſaud Hectors in the field. 

Now, here he fights on Galathe f his horie, 

And there lacks work; anon, he's there a-foot, 
And there they fly or die, like tcaled (hoals 
Before the belching whale : then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtrowy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the mower 's ſwath. 
Here, thzre, and ev ry where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obeying appetite, 

That what he will, he does; and does fo much, 
That proof is call d impoſſihility. 


The introducing a baſtard fon of Priam, under the name cf 
Marearelon, is ne of the cixcum{itances taken from the ſtory- book 
of the three deſtruclions of Troy. 

+ © Beyonde the royaime of Amaſonne came an auncyent Kynge, 
* wyſe and dyſcreere, named Epy/trophus, and brought a M. Knyghtes, 
* and 1 aervayllouſe beite that was called Sagittarye, that 
* hebynde the myddes was an horſe, and to fore, a man. This 
* belte was heery lyke an borie, and had his eyen red as 2 cole, and 
* thotte well wuh a buwe. This befte made the Gr-ekes ſere aferde, 
* and ſie we many of them with his bowe.” The three deſtruttions of 
Tr:y, printed by Caxton. 

$ From the ſame bo. K is taken this name given to HeQor's horle, 
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Enter Ulyſſes, 
Ul. Oh, courage, courage, Princes; great Achilles 


1s arming. weeping, curſing, vowing vengeance ; 
Patroclus wounds have_rous'd his drowſy blood, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidoas, 

That noſeleis, handleſs, hack'd and chipt, come to him, 


Crying on Hector. Ajax has loſt a friend, 


And foams at mouth; and he is arm'd, and at it, 
Roaring for. Troilus, who hath done to-day 

Mad and fantaſtic execution; 

Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, | 
With tuch a careleſs force, and forceleſfs care, 

As if that luck in very ſpite of cunning 

Bade him wia all, | 
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SCENE XII. Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus ! [ Exit; | 
Dio. Ay, there, there. 

Neft. So, fo, we draw together. 


Enter Achilles. 


Achil. Where is this Hector? 


Come, come, thou boy -killer, ſhe w me thy face: 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. | 
Hector, where's Hector? Iwill noue but Hector. LExit. 


Re- enter Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, ſhew thy head 
Re-enter Diomede. 

Dis. Troilus, I ſay, where's Troilus ? 

Ajax. What would'ſt chou? 
Dio. I would correct him. | 
Ajax, Were | the General, thou ſhould'ſt have my 
de, 
Ere that correction. Troilus, 1 ſay, what ! Troilus ? 
Enter Troilus. 


Trei. Oh, traitor Diomede ! turn thy falſe face, thou 
And pay thy life thou owelt me for my horſe, [traitor, 
Dio, Ha, art thou there ? "Y 


[Excunt. 


Exit, 
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Ajax. II fight with him alone: ſtand, Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not Dok upon. 
Troi. Come both, you cogging Greeks, have at you 
both. [Exeunt, fighting, 
Enter Hector. 


Hect. Yea, Troilus? O well fought! my youngeſt 
brother. 


Enter Achilles, 


Achil. Now do | ſee thee; have at thee, Hector. 
Hed. Pauſe, if thou wilt. [ Fight. 
Aabil. I do diſdain thy courteſy, — Tran.” 

Be happy that my arms are out of 

My reſt and negligence betriend thee now, 

But thou anon ſhalt hear of me again. 

Till when, go ſeek thy fortune. [Exit, 
Hed. Pare thee well. 

I would have been much more a freſher man, 


Had | expected thee, How now, my brother? 
Enter: Troilus . 
Troi. Ajax hath ta'en Aneas; ſhall it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder 8 heav'n, 
He ſhall not carry him. I' be taken too, 
Or bring him off. Fate, bear me what I ſay; 
I reck not, though thou end my life to day. [Exit, 
Enter one in armour, 
Hect. Stand, ſtand, thou Greek, thou art a ly 
No ? wilt thou not? I like thy armour well, "4 
I truſh it, and unlock the rivers all, 

But I'll be maſter of it; wilt thou not, beaſt, abide ? 
Why then, Hy on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide, [Exits 
Enter Achilles wi/h Myrmidons, 

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons, 
Mark what I tay, attend me where I wheel, 
Strike not a ſtroke, but keep yourſelves in br 
And when I have the bloody Hector found, 
Impale him with your weapons round about; 
In felleſt manner execute your arms. 
Follow me, Sirs, and my proceeding eye. 
It is decreed Hector the 3 mult die. 


LExount, 
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SCE NE XIII. 


Enter Therſites, Menelaus, and Paris. 


Ther. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at it. 
Now bull, now dog; loo. Paris, loo; now my double- 
hen'd ſparrow ; 'loo, Paris, loo; the bull has the ame: 
*ware horns, ho. [Exeunt Paris and Menelaus. 


Enter Baſtard. 


Baſt. Turn, ſlave, and fight. 

Ther. What art thou? 

Baſt. A baitard fon of Priam's. 

Ther. 1 am I baſtard too, I love baſtards. Iam a 
baſtard begot. baſtard inſtructed, baſtard in mind ba- 
ard in valour, in thing illegitimate : one bear 
will not bite another, and wherefore thould'bne baſtard? 


take heed, the quarrel's moſt ominous to uy, It the fon 
of a whore fight for a whore, he tempù judgment: 
farewel, baſtard. | 
Baji. The devil take thee, coward. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE XIV. Enter Hector. 


Hed, Moſt putrified core, fo fair without! 
Thy goodly armour thus hath colt thy life. 
Now is my day's work done; VI! take my breath: 
Reſt, ſword, thou haſt thy fill of blood and death. 
Enter Achilles and bis Myrmidons. 
Achil. Look, Hector, how the ſun begins to ſet ; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels: 
Ev'n with the veil and darkning of the ſun, 
To cloſe the day up, Hector's life is done. 
Heck. I am unarm'd toreyo this vantage, Greek. 
Achil. Strike, fellows, ſtrike, this is the man 1 ſeek 5. 
i They fall upon Hector, and kill him. 
$0, llion, fall thou next. ow, Troy, link down, 
Here lies thy heart, thy ſiuews, and thy bone. 
On, Myrmidons, and cry you all amein, 
Achilles bath the mighty tiector f[:n. 
Hark, a retreat vpon our Grecian part. 
Mr. The 1ryjan trumpets found the like, my Lord. 
Achil. The dragon wing ot night o'erſpreads che 
eat th; 
A his particular of Achilles overpowering Hector by numbers, is 
taken from tie old itory book. 7 
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' Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neſtor, Diomede, 


- Great Hector was as 
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And, ſtickler - like, the armies ſeparates. * 


Come, tie his body to my horſe's tail; 


Along the field 1 will the Trojan trail. [ Exeunt, 
| [ Sound retreat. Shout, 


and the reſt marching. 


Aa. Hark, bark, what ſhout is that? 

Neſt. Peace, drums. 

Sel. Achilles ! Achilles! Hector's ſlain ! Achilles ! 
Dio. The bruit is, Hector's ſiain, and by Achilles. 

Ajax. If it is fo, yet bragleſs let it be: 
a man as he, 

Aga March haſtily along ; let one be ſent 

To pray Achjlles fee us at our tent. 
If in his death the gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy js ours, and our ſharp wars are ended. 


S C EN E XV. 


Enter Eneas, Paris, Antenor, and Deiphobus. 


Tue. Stand, ho! yet are we maſters of the field ; 
Never go home, here ſtarve we out the night, 


Enter Troilus. 


Troi. Hector is ſlain. 
All. Hector ! the gods forbid! 
Troi. He's dead, and at the murtherer's horſe's tail 
In beaſtly ſort dragg'd through the ſhameful field. 
Frown on, you heav'ns, effect your rage with ſpeed ; 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and ſmite at Troy, 
I fay, at once, Let your brief plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our ſure deſtructions on. | 

ne. My Lord, you do diſcomfort all the hoſt, 

 Troi. You underſtand me not, that tell me fo, 
I do not ſpeak of flight, of fear, of death, 
But dare all eminence, that gods and men 
Addreſs their dangers in. Hector is ! 
Who {hall tell Priam fo? 2 

My del foge rd. Te ds 

y upt ſword, that frankly would have fed, 

Pleas'd with this dai thus to 
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Let him that will a ſcrietch-owl ay be call'd, 

Geo into Troy, and ſay there, Hector's dead: 

That is a word will Priam turn to ſtone ; 

Make welling Niobes of the maids and wives; 

Cold ſtatues of the youth; and, in a word, 

Scare I roy out of itſelf But march away, 

Hector is dead : there is no more to tay, 

Stay yet, you vile abominable tents, 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains. 

Let Titan riſe as early as he dare, [coward ! 


F'll through and through you. And thou, grear-fiz'd 


No ſpace of earth ſhall ſunder our two hates; 

I'll haunt thee like a wicked conſcience (till, 

That mouldeth goblins ſwift as frenzy's thoughts, 
Strike a free march to Troy ! with comfort go, 
Hope of revenge ſhall hide our inward woe. 


Enter Pandarus. 


Pan. But hear you, hear you ? | 
Troi, Hence, brother-lacquey ; ignominy, ſhame, 
[ Strikes him. 
Purſue thy life, and live ay with thy name! [ Exenunt. 
Pan. A goodly medicine for my aking bones! Oh 
world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent deſpiſed. 
Oh, traitors and bawds, how earneſtly are you ſet at 
work, and how il! requited ? why ſhould our endea- 


vour be ſo lov'd, and the performance fo loth'd ? what | 


verſe for it? what inſtance for it? Let me ſee 
Full merrily the humble bee doth ting, 
Till he bath loſt his honey and his ſting : 


But being once ſubUu'd in armed tail, ' 


Sweet honey and ſweet notes together fail, 


Good traders in the fleſh, ſer this in your painted 
As many as be here of Pandar's hall, [clochs— 


Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall ; 

Or if you cannot weep, yet give ſome zroans ; 
Though not for me, yet for your aking bores. 
Brethren and filiers of the hold-door trade, 

Some two months hence my will thall here be made. 
It ſhould be row ; but that my feat is this, 

Some yalled gcoſe of Wincheſter wou: q hiſs; 

IJ ill chen, 111 1twear, and ſeck about for cates ; 


And at that time bequeath you my diſea es. [Exit | 


The End of the SuvsnTH VOLUME. 
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